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Love had he found in huts where poor men lie ; 
His daily teachers had heen woods and rills. 
The silence that in the starry sky. 
The sleep that is among the lonely hills, 

Wordsworth. 
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Nous ne sommes pas riches, que d^ Amour. 



For Loyalty is still the same 
Whether it win or lose the game ; 
True as the dial to the sun. 
Although it be not shined upon. 

Hudihras. III. *. 174. 
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I 
PRELUDE 

TO Her my heart holds loveliest, 
Most beautiful, and so most best, 
I send my happy songs to tell 
That constantly I love her well. 
No credit this to me I know, 
I cannot choose but love her so. 
Who is so rare and fair a thing ; 
Nor choose to sing not, or to sing. 
For she and I, I do suppose. 
Are neighbour petals of the Rose. 
And though I give the songs I sing. 
In sooth I give not anything 
For every beauty in my songs 
To Loveliness alone belongs. 
And all that in them is not fair 
(Too much) I do not give to her. 
To the sad World I hope to give 
The mighty faith by which I live 
When time and I are ripe ; if time 
And creeds will let me reach to prime. 
But listeners, I tell you this 
That Loveliness immortal is 
And fades, when prime has taken flight. 
Not from existence though from sight. 



12 PRELUDE 

The Body seldom is the whole 
But lesser than the shaping Soul ; 
And though the body should be dead, 
And all its motes distributed, 
The soul undying keeps no less 
Its Wisdom and its Loveliness. 
Immortal entities are bred 
When Loveliness and Wisdom wed. 

were my wisdom worthier 
The loveliness that is in her ! 
That baby songs of her and me 
Might taste of immortality. 

To her the Mother of my songs. 
To whom their worth alone belongs 
If they have any, (for she is 
More beautiful than Blush-Roses), 

1 send her children now that she 
May kiss their brows and think of me. 
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TO SPRING 

SPRING that all sweet things 
Brings from Heaven above, 
Bring to him who sings 
Love. 

Love from her for whose 
Love his days must grope, 

Lest at last he lose 
Hope. 

Though they pine apart 
Give the songs he sings 

To her inmost heart 
Wings. 

Make his simple words - 

When her ears they greet 

More than songs of birds 
Sweet. 

Teach her how the days 

Age us as they fly ; 
Beauty, youth, and praise. 

Die. 



14 TO SPRING 

Teach her life is sweet 
Only to Love's tune. 

Goddess make them meet 
Soon. 



3 
MELFORD GREEN 

AS I rode over Mel ford Green 
-And heard the cuckoo sing, 
Four-and-twenty maidens 
Were dancing in a ring. 

I took her by the shoulders slim 
And kissed her cheek and mouth, 

And many days she rode with me 
To the corn-lands of the south. 
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SHELLEY 

Born August, 1792. Drowned, July, 1822. 

HE came a being of the days to come 
And made this unregenerate Earth his home ; 
He spoke the language of the Race to be, 
Born of old Wisdom and young Melody. 
His need was Freedom, but the savage world 
Still hateth Freedom, and his heart was hurled 
From the high Hope his angel youth did bless 
Into the deeps of all unhappiness. 
The sad Sea gave him to the Fire, and Earth 
Embraced. But from that unextinguished hearth 
His mate the tameless proud unruly Wind 
Scattered among the hearts of Human kind 
His embers, soul-enkindling sparks, and they 
Shall light the morning of the Peerless Day. 



5 
MARLOWE 

Born February, 1564. Killed June, 1593. 

HIS was a thirst of Life. He seized the cup 
And drank the years of common mortals up 
In one brief season. To the dregs he drank 
And laughed, and even as he shouted sank 
Poisoned upon the threshold of his fame. 

His is a crying and a conquering name. 
O Marlowe, Marlowe, god of youth and hre. 
Drunken with Beauty, driven by Desire, 
Tortured, and torn, and down Hell's crater hurled ; 
Yet risen triumphant over all the world. 
Thou shepherd of the stormy mountain-tops. 
Lord of that shattered rank which underprops 
The vaulted welkin, heir and scorn of Fate, 
O crowned-discrowned, O shepherd passionate, 
Grant that mine ears may capture, and rejoice. 
Some far-off echo of thy golden voice. 
Grant that my lips, touched by the hre divine. 
May utter some rare syllables like thine. 
Like those of thrice-refined ringing gold 
Which of Leander and bright Hero told. 

Make us new music Marlowe, or sing more 
Of those love-stricken children of the shore : 
Give to our thirsty eyes sweet Hero pent 
Above that sea where once Leander went 



1 8 MARLOWE 

To death for Love's sake. Thou, O Marlowe, art 
Very Leander of the fiery heart, 
Drowned long ago, and hence our bitter want, 
In London's turbid Hellespont. 
Rise from the oozy bed where pale you lie. 
Rise, and assault, with melody, the sky ; 
Bring back to Earth and leave Mankind the gem 
That servile sword untimely took from them. 
Thy golden voice. Bright Muse return ! Alas 
I ask a boon which never granted was. 
For this rare gift, most valued under sun. 
When poets die " can be bequeathed to none. 
" Oh, if it could, down from th' enamelled sky 
" All Heaven would come to claim this legacy ; 
" And with intestine broils the world destroyj 
" And quite confound Nature's sweet harmony." 

But come, thou Conqueror crowned, to whom belong 
Unknown Americas of song. 
Come, and devise the feast. 
Call Orpheus hither from some cave 
Of stormy Thrace by Hebrus' wave, 
And Bacchus from the East. 
Bring wet Poseidon from his couch of pearls. 
And naked Eros ringed with naked girls. 
Rouse Phoebus from his pastoral retreat 
In Thessaly renowned for neat. 
And bid him take the lyre 
And down Parnassus lead the virgin choir 
To Him who dares with Sol compete 
Nor fear Marsyas' fate. 
But come, the times wax late. 
The days are weary and their fruit is dearth, 
And Music wakes no longer in the Earth ; 



MARLOWE 19 

Men go their ways, to buy, to sell, to scheme. 

All things they know, all evil things, to bind 

Poor folk in toils unkind. 

But have forgot to dream. 

To live and be like Spirits calm and free ; 

And this can music give. 

Such music as his music that shall live 

While England blossoms on the windy sea. 



20 



LOVE 

LOVE is a simple boy untaught to gloze, 
/ He wears no broidered gown, but naked goes, 
The Learned mock him in the narrow street. 
They gather victory, and he defeat, 
Yet to fair girls let this as well be told. 
His heart is warm and theirs are wintry cold. 



BURD WYNLAYNE 

(Suggested by La Naissance de Thalie) 

WYNLAYNE of Barlaston is beautiful. 
The country boys leave roses at her door, 
And honeycomb, and cotes of cheviot wool. 
And ripest peaches from their mothers' store ; 
And others, books imprinted with sweet lore, 
And love-songs sweeter. And all these she gives 
To needy men and dolorous captives. 

They pass, these boys, and t'ward her window look, 
Gay in their love, but restless in their doubt : 
Some weave soft rimes and write them in a book, 
And some gaze only lest she should look out. 
And so they pass the village green about : 
But she, she heeds them as the little birds 
Heed those who tell their loveliness in words. 



And if she reads their timid messages, 
Or joys to be beloved, I do not know. 
To all alike she sweet and gracious is 
Nor unto any doth a preference show. 
Wynlayne, Wynlayne ! O well of joy and woe ! 
Hoard not the rich perfections you possess 
Sterile, but yield to Love your loveliness. 



22 BURD WYNLAYNE 

The silent years slip noiselessly away : 

The little record grows for girl and boy 

So fast, Alas it is not always May, 

Nor always bridal in the gates of Troy. 

What Love can safeguard let not Death destroy ! 

And mutual joy is Nature's wedlock link ; 

Oh feed the hungry, give the thirsty drink ! 
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WHAT shall I say to my love 
When I meet my love at last ? 
When summer sits above, 
And winter is overpast. 

A little close our feet 
Too long withheld shall hold, 
But what shall I tell my sweet 
Of all that could be told ? 

The Trojan ramparts tall 
Enclosed not keener bliss, 
Nor yet that wilder wall 
On Hindfell head than this : 

And all the golden lips 
Of all the poets dead 
Were vain in Love's eclipse 
To say what should be said. 

When in that garth I come 
And Life's completion see. 
Haply I shall be dumb. 
And Love will speak for me. 
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THE COMING DAWN 

SO wonderful and deep 
As all love passions are, 
Through brazen gates of sleep 
We see the dawn afar : 

And seeing, wake in awe, 
Triumphant over death. 
Rejoicing that we saw 
Her sign who hasteneth. 

Arise and bathe and dress. 
For vaguer grows the moon, 
For Freya's loveliness 
Will be about us soon. 

With naked feet and wet 
We press the waiting flowers. 
The purple violet 
The roses round the towers 

Have waited all night long 
Awake in aching swoon. 
The birds with pent-up song 
Have watched the waning moon : 



THE COMING DAWN 25 

We take the crimson rose, 
And dip the rose in wine. 
And in the garden close 
Await the Dawn divine. 



26 
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MORNING-SONG 

SEE from the eastern gate 
In confidence, in state, 
The golden Sun, a giant refreshed, step forth ; 
His foot upon the hills 
Transmutes to gold, he kills 
With instant breath of prophecy and wrath 
Night-worm and bat and spawn of creeping things 
The Night had harboured neath her leathern wings : 

So from the streets of slums 

Labour the saviour comes, 
The champion to take up the iron gage 

Of Tyranny down-flung ; 

To make the old world young. 
And without gold renew the Golden Age ; 
Through bad days sighting good days, and restore 
Sea-weary man at length to that good shore. 

So in the crown of days 

Mankind his head shall raise. 
His glorious head above these clouds that mar ; 

Out of the glooms of doubt 

That wrap our souls about. 
Into the sunshine where all good things are : 
Freedom, and Love, and Beauty. On that day 
Authentic Dawn shall bring eternal May. 



II 
LONDON NIGHT 

O NIGHT, O Night, 
Thin-sown with stars, 
What other light 
Is this that mars 
Thy lowly peace, 
And makes love seem 
The dreams that cease 
And not the Dream? 

Memory wars 
Against deceit. 
Lead thou thy stars : 
What shall defeat? 
The feeble lamps 
Were quenched in shame 
And through the damps 
The Morning came. 
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LOVE SONG 

LOVE, save us from despairing 
/ Who dare to love too true : 
My heart is tearing, tearing. 
Because I move from you. 

O sweet what think you of me? 

do you hate me well ? 
Despise you me ? or love me ? 

1 would that I could tell. 

At evening when your mother 
You kiss and bid goodnight, 
Do you recall another 
Who dreams of you till light? 

Wherefore this steel dividing? 
Why may I not with you 
Play where cold brooks are sliding 
Green water-meadows through? 

With Love among the shadows. 
With laughter in the dales. 
By meadow-ways through meadows. 
With flying songs and tales. 



LOVE SONG 29 

But careless life no longer 

Is free to girl and boy, 

For codes and creeds are stronger 

And look askance on Joy. 

If on some scanty meeting 

I did my love display, 

If I should tell you sweeting, 

Who knows what you would say ? 

It might unveil what never 
By Song should be forgat ; 
It might our friendship sever, 
I dare not venture that. 

Love round our hearts has woven 
A web of nights and days 
Insatiate, unproven. 
Ambrosial as May's. 



30 



13 
LOVE SONG 

I TELL you but the truth 
Saying my love is fair, 
Not freshness of mere youth, 
Though youth belongs to her. 

Is her's alone, but all 
The glory and the grace 
That men do Beauty call 
Illumineth her face. 

She is the loveliest thing 
That I have ever seen, 
And though I cannot sing 
My seeing is not mean ; 

Mine eyes at least can judge 
Howso I fail to say, 
Confuse and blot and smudge 
The picture as I may. 

Not here her form I seek 
To image with compare, 
Yet tis but truth I speak 
Saying my love is fair. 



LOVE SONG 31 

I made my love a song 
Of flowers and birds and rain ; 
Oh Love that art so strong 
Why was my song in vain ? 

I made my heart a show, 
My broken heart in band, 
I told her all my woe ; 
She would not understand. 

I made my love a bower 
Of blue-bells and white may, 
She came not, and each flower 
Has darkened in decay. 

Ah Love our lonely hearts 
Have need of all thine aid. 
Our little day departs 
In waiting for a maid. 

For April flies and May, 
The roses of red June 
Open awhile and they 
Will fall a-pieces soon. 

O Love be with us yet 
And aid us with thy strength. 
That we may quite forget 
Our agony at length. 

Make us thy children strong 
Because we are sincere. 
Throw down the Towers of Wrong 
And build thy Freedom here. 



32 LOVE SONG 

Build up the Inward Law, 
And let the Outward cease, 
And, as thy Seers foresaw. 
Almighty ! grant thy Peace. 



14 
WYNLAYNE 

SHE was an angel and she dwelt apart 
Upon a hill beside the silver Trent, 
But from the inmost chamber of my heart 
Unto her angel-guarded bower there went 
Blessings and prayers, and thence came visions down, 
Dreams that were benedictions, songs that flew 
Crying about my lonely heart like brown 
Cool-throated nightingales sweet words of you. 

Descend from Heaven my Goddess, we have lost 
Delight and withered since you went away, 
Look down on us night-foundered, passion-tossed, 
Descend and turn our darkness to glad day, 
Without your influence we are such things 
As without sunlight shadowy ropes of pearls, 
We have no ears to hear the timbrel strings. 
No eyes for fountains, or for ivory girls. 

O lonely heart that on the ancient way 

Still toilest lonely, still makes rimes of her 

Who was the Sun of thine uprising day. 

Who is thy Sun though night rules all the sphere. 

She is not with thee less because unseen. 

Nor less her beauty though her face be veiled. 

Nor less her glory, oh my Heavenly Queen 

Not one of all Love's Prophecies has failed. 



34 WYNLAYNE 

She is become the spirit of the stream 
And no more walks on Earth for men to see, 
But still to boys oft in a fragrant dream 
She comes in glory and divinity : 
Her name is music, and her touch is life. 
Her eyes are Beauty, and her heart is Joy : 
And I did hope to take this Dream to wife ! 
O Love forgive the folly of a boy. 



15 
THE FINDING OF WYNLAYNE 

OWHO sleeps under yonder fence? 
And whose are those the curls I see ? 
And wherefore beat through every sense 
The pulses of delight in me ? 

O meadow-milk, O honey-comb, 
Un found of flower-deluded bee, 
What piteous elfln brought you home 
To share your loveliness with me? 

There will be wail in Elfintown, 
And tumult in the Hall of Kings, 
To-morrow's flowers will all be brown 
And quite forgot the fairy-rings. 

The Dark Tower will be darker yet 
And Fairyland forlorn to-night ; 
Forget me Love when I forget 
This primal rapture of delight. 

O Love, my Love, my heart has died 
And wasted since you went away, 
I've sought through all the countryside 
And everywhere we used to play. 



36 FINDING OF WYNLAYNE 

I sought you through the islands wild 
That stand amidst th' assaulting sea, 
And where the boulder rocks are piled 
In awful valleys, uselessly. 

I sought you through the Christian Earth, 
And to the gates of Fairyland, 
And there I heard the sounds of mirth 
But could not move my foot or hand. 

And there for weary nights I slept 
A spellbound sleep but in my dreams 
I heard you weeping and I wept 
And sorrowed in the golden beams. 

When I awoke the moon was high 
Fleeting behind the cloudy wrack. 
For day and night by turns went by 
But neither brought my Day-star back. 

By his cold light I saw the towers, 
The heavy symbol-painted gates 
And cornices that brake to flowers. 
And over all the eyeless Fates. 



i6 
HYMN TO LOVE 

TEACH me Love in what sweet way 
I can set thy vales aflower. 
How restore thine ancient sway 
In the lost abodes of power. 

Look upon the dewless grass, 
Pity Love the naked valleys, 
Send again the Spring that was. 
Come and walk the ruined alleys. 

Only come, for where you tread 
Bright the passion-flower springs ; 
Speak, and straightway overhead 
One unbroken chorus rings ; 

Lift thy gentle hand and straight 
Tyranny and lies and lust. 
Craft, hypocrisy, and hate, 
Crumble to their nature dust. 

Blasphemy whose meed is death, 
Ag6d doubt, and blinded scorn. 
Crawl to earth ; and of thy breath 
Clear-eyed Chivalry is born. 
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OLOVE be with me Love to-day, 
Beside me climb the shadowed way 
That takes me to her home. O sweet 
Refresh my heart and lead my feet 
Into the cowslip fields where she 
Plays in her white virginity. 
As Mayday children sing she sings 
Of coloured leaves and watered things, 
And as a child she leans her cheek 
Fain to be kissed, content and meek, 
Part of the Springtime and God's mirth, 
A jewel on the broidered Earth. 
O Love consider, make us free 
Of trivial things to worship thee. 



i8 
IN THE DALES AT SUNRISE 

DAWN my darling down the dales 
Comes to kiss thee where thou art, 
Eve among the nightingales, 
Where the clear green waters part. 
Wakens all the deeps and lights. 
Lanes to colours fair to see. 
Purple thorns with pearls he dights : 
And the nightingales and she 
Singing through the silver nights 
They have wiled my soul from me. 
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MY LOVE 

I SEE her on the silvered lawn 
Where standard roses stand in rows ; 
White sister of the summer dawn, 
She knows all things the morning knows. 



20 

AT PARTING 

ALL joy be with you sweet, all hope be yours, 
..And that which dawns and gladdens and endures. 
High Happiness wait on your high desire. 
All Love be round you, and all Love inspire ; 
Joy and serenity, true peace and clear delight. 
Tend and attend your steps, and shield from blight 
Your early Beauty, and make more 
Even this glory that we vail before. 

But O my Queen must you so soon depart ? 
Will nothing stay you, not my lonely heart? 
Must all that empty hunger, all that pain 
Ache through my being for dead weeks again ? 
Nay tis your happiness not mine I ask, 
I would not, dear, constrain you, even to bask 
In the deep Summer of your Love my Sun ; 
O thou most beautiful thy will be done. 

Sljall we resent the Sunset to whom Dawn 

Came all unlooked for? Though she has withdrawn. 

And trees and rocks that by her power were made 

Strange things and sacred, touched with glory, fade 

Into sad stocks and stones, we can but turn 

Our faces to the west, where last did burn 

Her glory ere she left our dale, and pray 

For fair to-morrow, thankful for to-day. 
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IN OTHERS SPEECH 

IN others speech there sometimes falls 
Upon my casual ears a tone 
That faint and distantly recalls 
The music of her own. 

Then for a dizzy moment's space 
Before my rapt and inward sense 
Passes the glory of her face, 
Her angel innocence. 
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DAWN 

DEFEATED night, with all her sombre shades, 
Flies down our valley, for the Sun invades ; 
The jolly Sun comes back with power and state, 
Making the Earth all glorious that was late 
Neutral and dun, a place of woeful dreams, 
A naked prisoner yearning for his golden beams. 

And now each yeoman's daughter 'gins to deck 
Her sunbright body, and about her neck 
To hang with joy her simple cleanly pearls, 
But first she fastens up the golden curls 
That all about her shoulders shine and swing 
And on her forehead err in many a golden ring. 
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REJECTED 

MY heart is full of grief, 
Mine eyes of unwept tears, 
I must not hope relief 
For she hath said me nay. 
And bade my hopes decay. 
My former hopes to fears. 

For my true love is spurned, 

I am thrust forth of all 

Fair hopes that should have turned 

My heaviness to singing 

Of new joys ever springing 

Green when the old joys fall. 

In pity of my fate 
I prithee Love impart 
(If thou canst rede of hate). 
What miracle hath made 
A fair and lovely maid 
So cold and hard of heart. 

Could she be fair if she 
Were not of Virtue made ? 
Then why unkind to me 
Who have but Love to give : 
True Love that yet shall live 
Unaltered though forbade. 
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room sometimes transfigured by Love's power 

Becomes her sacred bower : 
My window seems her window and I view 

All that she sees therethrough ; 
A valley of deep woods, and over these 

More groves of mightier trees, 
A silver river round sweet pastures bent, 

The thirty-minstered Trent, 
On whose green brink the woeful shepherd found 

Earine undroAwned. 
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MARKET DAY 

SATURDAY morning, fine or wet, 
Brings my love to the Ironmarket, 
And lo the glory of her face 
Transfigures all the marketplace. 
Between the booths I watch her go. 
Would follow but I dare not so, 
My heart untimes ; and everywhere 
The sunshine follows after her ; 
And men who haggle over fruits. 
And beets, and swedes, and stalks, and roots, 
And dealers banked in pears and plums 
Forget their bargains where she comes, 
And stop to wonder at her face. 
An Angel in the marketplace. 
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OSAD, sad heart give over thy long woe, 
Give over, and be silent and let her go. 
Stay craving for the life thou shalt not lead. 
Cease hungering for the love thou shalt not know. 

Yes, she was gracious, but she could not stay. 
She smiled with laughing lips and went her way ; 
And though her eyes were pitiful and sad, 
How should they grant all prayers a man might pray ? 

She knew not cruelty, but her young heart 
Fled to the woods fcir from the Hunter's dart 
As a fawn flees, and sought a secret stream 
Secure from all such wiles and traps of art. 

And winking Cupid took his painted quiver 
And ran along the lawns beside the river 
Laughing, to rouse some better sport anon ; 
And one there sitting watched the arrow-giver. 

Then he arose and turning from the wood, 
Ccime to where dark, a fenced city stood, 
And entering in he laboured at the mill. 
For Love gives bitter things, he gives not good. 
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Love giveth sorrow, and unrest, and care. 
And devastating doubt, and dark despair ; 
These giveth he who taketh smiling joy 
Out of the heart, and setteth torment there. 

He bindeth burdens grievous to be borne 
On the bowed backs of men, and pays with scorn : 
And old and useless all his tasks toiled through 
He thrusts them forth o'er-laboured and outworn. 

He pays his labourers, giving scorns for pay, 
With hollow hopes he mocks them day by day. 
Then when his tale of torment is complete 
He taketh hope and all good things away. 
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WHO hath not found the Autumn sweet 
For all her spoiled and smouldering bowers ? 
Life journeys with uncertain feet 
By flower less roads, with stones for flowers. 

By dustier ways on wearier feet 
We travel now, and mark no more 
The limitless sweet woods, the street 
Lies black behind us and before. 

Maybe life had been half not sweet 
Had all things passed as one heart planned ; 
And yet for him had been complete, 
Could we have faced it hand in hand. 
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DEJECTION 

IF I had known you once, and our lips met 
Before the dust received my mortal soul, 
I had forgotten certainly, and yet 
I think the world had kept your memory whole. 

I had forgotten, yes, but not till dust 

Choked up the brain that worshipped, and the eyes, 

I had forgotten, but your fame in trust 

Had left to Art which blooms and never dies. 

And Art which ever lasts and is not blind 
Had sung your Beauty in her passionate law. 
And all the generations of mankind 
Known you and loved you seeing what I saw. 

But now the dust grows deep about my way. 
Mine eyes are weary and my head's discrowned, 
Love while you may, my darling, for Love's day 
Is short, he hasteth to the silent ground. 

Soon he is gone, and all the gold and gleam 
Fades from the naked shapes of things we knew, 
We waken, and behold it was a dream. 
That world of noble shades, but this world true. 



DEJECTION 51 

Gaunt is the world and bleak, filled up with dearth, 
And has no place for passion or despair, 
This is the truth poor shivering heart of earth, 
And we, my love, we go we know not where. 
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WYRD BYD SWIDOST 

WE are as pieces on his board 
Who plays a losing game with death, 
Not ours to alter Wyrd's award ; 
Who are but as the words she saith. 

We are foredoomed to weal and woe, 
With Mastery or with Love to wend, 
We may not choose the ways we go. 
We may not alter or amend. 

We are the instruments of fate. 

Our impulses are her decrees. 

The bases of our timely state 

Are swayed and re-enformed by these. 

All men are equal in her eyes 
Who dooms to each his several doom. 
To every Jack his merchandise 
Along the way from womb to tomb. 
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LOVE'S LEAST 

I THAT would die for her, must live 
As she would have her friend to be, 
Nor tire because she does not give 
Her maiden loveliness to me. 

Love hopes for no repayment : none. 
She pays not nor rewards not. She ; 
But spends her treasure as the Sun 
Unrecompensed, rejoicing, free. 

Love only gives ; and gives her all 
To all who rightly supplicate : 
Gods fall like leaves. Dominions fall. 
She cherisheth our poor estate. 
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O WOULD she love. 
Would she but be my friend, 
Doubt would remove, 
All my despairs would end ; 
With cured soul I could my work pursue 
To high event which yet I cannot do. 

To please her well 

How great should be my pride, 

All to excel 

In all, with her beside ; 

No task could then dishearten my fond thought 

She is my soul, and only I am nought. 

I am but man 

And she an Angel is : 

All that I can 

Will not change that to this, 

Nor make one cause why her clear soul should bend 

To mate with mine ; yet may she be my friend. 
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MY Lady is so kind and fair 
I have forgot the proud despair 
That took my heart when in the grove 
She told me first she could not love. 
For is there any virgin state 
Established between Love and Hate? 
Or can they tread the blade of Mars ? 
And unperturbed between the stars? 
Have all the swift world-swaying Suns 
No power upon these mightier ones? 
Or shall Love's ancient Empire fall, 
As, when he spake of old, Troy wall ? 
My grey despair is all forgot 
When I recall she hates me not. 
For surely between Love and Hate 
There is no intermediate : 
No station made ; and I can prove 
That she who does not hate must love. 
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NOCTURNE 

IMMORTAL Love, thine eyes 
Are not to us so fair 
As all the dark surmise 
And wonder of thy hair. 

For we are blind and know 

Only the shadows dim ; 

And Truth, whence these things flow, 

We have not looked on him. 

The cloud-rejoicing Sun 
That brings the flagrant day 
Brings good things few or none 
For all he takes away. 

When over seas and pale 
Sea-straits he sheds his beams, 
He throws the day's thin veil 
About the world of Dreams ; 

And trivial things that fled 
The face of grandeur bared, 
Come chattering back to tread 
Rooms for a God prepared. 
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Now day is done and Night 
Takes up her lowly reign : 
Guile and the crowds take flight, 
Love and her dreams remain. 
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MABEL WOODWARD 

Died April 26tk, 191 1. 

WE say she died to-day, but she is dead 
For ever, in all future days and years. 
Death hsis no moment, tis continuous : 
All through my life she'll go on being dead. 
Nor will she come again to sing, or sit 
Beside me on the grass, or talk or read 
Or laugh ever, but lie quiet and still 
And hidden by the softly growing flowers. 
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MORNING-SONG FOR MAYDAY 

From The Labyrinth. 
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E have been wandering out of town 
To see how the year grows, 

And there's many and many a windflower, 

And many a green primrose. 



There's white may and there's red may 

Upon the leaves green, 

And bluebells are springing up 

So fairly to be seen. 

Arise up, young maidens 
Put on your cotes and stays, 
This is the first morning 
Of the long summer days. 

Leave off dreaming of your loves 
In your warm beds. 
Put on your smocks and peticotes 
Over your golden heads. 



6o MORNING SONG 

Put off your white nightgown 
You sleepy slug-a-bed, 
And wash in the cold well-water 
With which we were christened. 

We have been to Trent and home again 
Before you left to dream, 
For the first flower of May-morning 
And a cup of your warm cream. 
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ELEGY 

A LAS that all the world 
S\. Must fade into the ground, 
The forehead rings uncurled, 
The golden hair unbound. 

The spirit-staying eyes 
So softly blue and deep. 
Faded, and all those dyes 
Like withered roses sleep. 

We meet and jest awhile. 
We part and go to graves. 
Unhealed by Beauty's smile 
And no man's wisdom saves. 

The little hands we held. 
The eyes and mouth we knew, 
The lips that Love repelled, 
O Death repelled not you. 

O avaricious Death ! 
Sad Life is dispossest. 
She sits and sorroweth 
Because you take her best. 
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We speak not what we would, 
We do not what we may, 
Nor reap one utmost good 
Of our impoverished day. 

Youth touches not the bound 
Of his own freedom near. 
He walks a narrow round 
Barren and fenced with fear = 

And each is hid from each 
And lives and dies apart. 
Nor dares to break with speech 
The hymen of the heart. 

Youth flies, youth flies, and Love 
What should Love do alone ? 
Hath he not wings ? A dove. 
He touched us, and is flown. 

And Life across the waste 
Plods with uneager tread. 
Alone and makes not haste 
To Death, for she is dead. 
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LOVE'S PRODIGAL 

10VE came, and offered pain and tears, 
J And hope for ever unfulfilled, 
And Love in all the grinding years. 
And Peace, Love's Garden, blessed and tilled i 

But Pleasure called and I pursued, 
And weeping Love I left alone. 
He led me to a solitude 
And set me in a golden throne. 

He gave me sceptre, sword, and ring, 
He set a crown upon my brow. 
He promised every lovely thing : 
Where are his golden guerdons now ? 

He said that Love his bondmaid was 
In everything to do his will. 
And in his orchard on the grass 
He bade me sleep and eat my fill. 

His apples ashes were within. 
His crown had points to pierce the brain, 
His rings were frozen worms and thin. 
His garden knew not Spring nor rain, 
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But Summer burnt the grass away 
And sudden Winter froze me there, 
I found no solace any day 
In either season burnt or bare. 

And grinding wheels were in that throne, 
His gifts were lumps of living fire, 
And always I was all alone 
Companionless, without desire. 

There was no hope, beneath, above. 
No hope, and every Voice was dumb : 
I said I will return to Love 
If haply she will let me come. 

Through marketplace and market throng, 
Through laugh and sneer of loon and lord, 
I sought the lonely road and long 
That leads to Love and her reward. 

I felt the breeze upon my brow, 
I heard the ribald laughter cease ; 
I live within Love's orchard now. 
And in her garden, which is Peace. 

Sunshine and rain are here and Spring, 
The smile not always, nor the tear. 
And Pleasure helps our labouring. 
But Pleasure is not Master here. 

We have no Master, nor a King, 
Nor any crowns upon our brows ; 
We work in freedom, bathe and sing 
With Love beneath the apple-boughs. 
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No leperous pallor of the town 

Destroys the pleasure of the eye, 

The maiden's skin is rosy-brown. 

The night-rains kiss them where they lie. 

The sunshine sees them every day 
And bathes them in her amber light. 
And with their hair the breezes play, 
Their golden hair so long and bright, 

So full of wondrous shadowings. 

So thick, yet of such thin-drawn gold ; 

O God to touch the golden strings ! 

God the living harp to hold ! 

To play Love's music in this place 
In freedom and in equal state. 
To look upon a maiden's face 
To hear her pulse so passionate. 

Poor little girls that kiss and cry 
And hide their faces in their hair. 
So gravely trustful, yet so shy. 
So frank and sweet, and God, so fair. 

No longer in subjection now, 

But free in freedom absolute. 

Of mind, of soul, of body ; how 

Much sweetest found is Freedom's fruit. 

1 sought for pleasure, finding pain. 
Of life and laughter grown so loth 
I libelled all things void and vain ; 

I sought for Love and found them both. 
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A long way from the Marketplace, 
Beyond the minster and the mart, 
I gaze upon Her face to face. 
(The guerdon of the pure in heart.) 
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IN A COPY OF MR. MACKAIL'S LIFE OF 
WILLIAM MORRIS 

LADY, my Master. Master this is she 
/ Before whose soul my proud soul bends the knee. 
This is the Goddess at whose silver shrine 
My prayer goes up. All worthy things of mine 
She gave me, gives me, and from her descends 
What happiness to my lost heart God lends. 
She is my Saint and Lady, Master be 
All things to her thou hast been erst to me. 
Good Spirits guard her, righteous Angels bless 
Her nights with peace, her days with happiness : 
Fair things surround and serve her, brave joys keep 
Secure her voyaging, and guard her sleep ; 
And any who this peace shall break or fret 
God grant she may, if not forgive, forget. 
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THANKYOU sweet, 
I know they gained the Mercy-seat. 
But will the Lord 
Not say, he hath his full reward, 
Full to the brim, 
Who hath a Saint to pray for him? 
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SONG 

AH lose not in debating 
. The wine of rosy years, 
There will be time for hating, 
And time enough for tears : 

But Love in our brief season 
Of days that soon grow dim. 
Who gave, and is Life's reason, 
There is no time for him. 
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HYMN TO LOVE 

FREYA by the hare-bells of September, 
Freya by the blue-bells of to-day, 
Let not our days be as December 
But always May. 

Freya by the corn and by the cattle, 
Freya by the golden-dusted bees, 
Let not our lives be full of battle 
But always Peace. 

And O, by the baby lambs a-leaping. 
Nosing the tender teat above. 
Let not our days be full of weeping 
But laughter. Love. 

Freya by the cat and by the kitten. 
Soft as the feathers of your gown, 
Come unto us as it was written, 
O Love, come down ! 
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WITH A BLACK KITTEN 

SEE, oh my darling, what it is I bring you, 
A kitten whiskered, blinking, dusky as a sweep, 
Let her nestle in your breast while asleep I sing you. 
Watching you as birds their young, as shepherds watch their 
Freya bless and kiss you, darling, [sheep. 

Freya send you dreams and sleep. 
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AFTER MEETING 

MY Lady, oh my Lady, and my Muse 
This troubled song of broken notes excuse. 
Unhappy words patched up with failing art : 
Beloved, tis an image of my heart. 

I have not seen you, but mine eyes are blind 
With that fierce glory that you move behind, 
I have not heard you, only in mine ears 
Beats all the music of the turning Spheres : 
Wind-free your name is, and your virgin soul 
Is as a God's, impatient of control : 
We minister about your Queenly way, 
We find and bless and serve, and in a day 
Lose all we lived for. In a day descend 
High hope, projection high, and all songs end ; 
And we cast forth from imminent delight 
Feed on the darkness of the outer night. 

Is this the end, my heart, is this the end 
Whither vain days, and ways rose-diapered tend^ 
Is this the end of infinite proud hope 
That deemed Eternity but narrow scope 
For Love to reign in, and all wealth beside 
Superfluous to plenty satisfied ? 
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O listen Love, it is not yet the end, 

For she has said that she will be my friend. 

My friend, tis much, and mightily excels 

The gift of love from any being else 

That treads this earth ; and yet, my hope was high. 

My too fond hope, and will not lightly die. 

But oh fair maid, fair Angel, and my friend. 

Be for yourself considerate, wise, and tend 

Your delicate beauty carefully, nor lose 

The amazing gift God gave you, gentle Muse. 

Peace in your heart, beloved, and may Peace 

Shadow you round till toil and tumult cease. 

And Love, must Love alone stand barred, forbidden. 
Weeping before the porch of Beauty hidden? 
Shall we strip Love and turn him out of door. 
And bid him darken our light hearts no more ? 
Or fear to entertain him, lest he go ? 
Whate'er Love be, it is the best we know. 
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LOVE AND THE DEFILERS 

I SAW One upon the hills 
Standing, and the sword that kills 
Death, in his right hand I knew. 
Darkness trembled and withdrew. 

Night before his feet was rolled 
Up, and Morning brake in gold 
Fire upon his limbs and head ; 
Fire that dyed his bright sword red. 

" This is lust," the doctors taught, 
" True love must through us be sought." 
" This is death," the surgeons said, 
" See his bitter sword is red." 

Then they all cried, " This is Death." 
And immediately their breath 
Steaming up from lecherous lips 
Like a fog, had made eclipse. 

Then I cried, " Have vile things power 
Over good things ?" For an hour 
Rotten fogs may hide the Sun, 
Yet his shining is not done. 
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Tis our eyes are blinded, he 
Shines the same though no man see. 
Local ill breeds local night, 
Heaven still is filled with light. 
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INVIOLATE 

ALL are de&led, he said, thou shalt not find 
. One innocent-seeming virgin shape of grace 
But some lewd doctor of enquiring mind 
Has tampered with her, mocked her, made her base. 

All are discrowned, abased, and sit with shame, 
The unclean serpent, bidding Er6s go, 
Hath bowed them to his practices. I came 
And saw and mourned, and it was even so. 

Then willing to put out of mind and thought 
This worm and his weak victim, and not roam 
Vain-seeking, turned, and found the Dream I sought 
Abiding in my bosom and at home. 
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MEDICAL STUDENTS AT THE NATIONAL 

GALLERY 

{Before Poussin's Venus and Satyr.) 

THEY grin to see the Satyr lift 
Up sleeping Aphrodite's shift. 
Ah, decorous miens betrayed ! that grin 
Proclaimed you of the Satyr's kin. 
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EPITAPH 

(On a girl employed as a dipper in the Potteries who died 
of lead-poisoning .) 

COME not hither to lament, 
You that might have stayed the wrong, 
In this dusty tenement 
Sleeps a being made for song, 

One whose eyes were made for joy, 
One with lips for laughter made, 
You that dared our hope destroy, 
Come not where the bones are laid. 

Turn, depart, your mines and mills 
Smoulder yet in evil state; 
Gaze upon the famished hills 
You have rendered desolate. 

When you make this desert rife, 
When your wasting lusts are pent. 
When you cease to feed on Life, 
We will think that you repent. 

Help to break the night that blinds 
Hope and holy discontent, 
Feed their famished limbs and minds ; 
Come not hither to lament. 
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WE cannot dream in any way 
That lifts the burden of the Earth, 
Nor wake the Summer for a day 
Before the season of his birth, 
Nor loose the bond, nor shame the free. 
Destroy or fashion, but in dreams 
The very face of life may see 
And know what is from all that seems. 
So in the strife of blood and blood 
By swift contention's mortal law. 
The best, if weaker, bites the mud. 
And strength has not desert in awe. 
And yet we cry not, being wise, 
Alas for virtue overthrown. 
Because we dreamers with our eyes 
See Love on her unshaken throne. 
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WILLIAM MORRIS 

MASTER, I have not written of you yet, 
I write of others, all is writ to you ; 
When pen in hand I turn to ease my debt, 
Your voice controls me saying. Speak not. Do. 



50 
BEAUTY 

BEAUTY dies not. Beauty flies. 
Fading through the ivory floor. 
And when hidden from our eyes 
Lives as lovely as before. 
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SWINBURNE 

(1906). 

ENGLAND hath yet a voice, wherewith to speak 
To the whole world, not yet at need shall she 
Before her foeS stand silent shamed and meek, 
Being tongued for utterance as her storm-tongued Sea. 
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ALL that I love is threatened, Ilion burns ; 
I- Beauty is scorned in public and discrowned ; 
Sweet modesty, that lost never returns. 
Beneath the poison-flood is whelmed and drowned. 
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MY NEED 

ONLY to gaze on her, only to be 
Near to her, conscious of all that is she ; 
Hearing her lightest word, gaaing my fill, 
Love that art Merciful grant me my will. 
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HER PRESENCE 

AS conquerors from battle come, 
- As bursts the morn that wakens May, 
As hayfields, and that underhum 
Of ripeness in the standing hay. 
So proud, so wonderful, so sweet, my may. 
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IET me not cry in my distress. 
. J The choice was ours, we passed it by. 
I shall not taste of happiness 
Or pain forget, until I die. 
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I RAIL no more at Fate, I have no tears, 
These things were folly since all hope is vain. 
Whatever beauty blossom from the years 
I shall not love again. 
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WHEN Death has time for his affairs 
And learned to hear and answer prayers 
And answered mine, I would be laid 
Deep in the silence of some glade 
Of that old wood beside the Trent 
Where many an afternoon I've spent 
In dreams of you, when hope flew free 
Into the Paradise to be : 
And all hopes over, it were good 
To rest at last in Trentham wood. 
When that day comes you will forgive 
All that you will not while I live. 
All my fond hopes, and bitterer fears, 
And sighing for the wasted years. 
And these vain follies of my pen, 
Because I shall not vex you then. 
And when you chance to picnic by 
The grassy place where I shall lie, 
I ask not tears nor flowers nor yet 
That bowls of wine be overset. 
But turn one moment from the throng 
For they will have you all day long. 
And I am always here alone. 
Turn and find out the sunken stone 
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Half-hidden by tall ferns above, 
And bring some book we used to love 
To read from in the days gone by 
Sitting together you and I, 
And read, for I should like to hear 
Some gentle verses, will you dejir? 
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SEPTEMBER 

SEPTEMBER comes, and all our orchard roods 
Bow down their crimson burdens to the mould, 
Dim harebells glimmer in the misty woods. 
And morning mushrooms ring the meadows cold. 

The serpent river sliding through sweet grass 
Sobs seaward, all the rich embarrassed year 
Doth all his stored magnificence amass 
In sad prevision round about his bier. 

Yet many deepening sunsets shall he see 
Ere to his pyre the funeral flame be set. 
No close is bared, nor cider to the key 
From any moaning press drops amber yet. 

Now scarlet hips in all the hedgerows hang. 
Where hung the roses of our early June, 
Gone oversea are all the birds that sang, 
Or if they be not, sing no more in tune. 
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We are not as we used to be, my heart, 
Joy and delight have starved and gone away. 
The wild-eyed visions of my youth depart, 
Only the troubles and the heartache stay. 

There comes a sad September to the mind. 
The tumult and the ardours sink to rest, 
The maids forgiven, and the World unkind 
Forgotten. After long turmoil peace is best. 
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TO NICOLETE 

WITH NEWS FROM NOWHERE 

AUCASSIN to Nicolete 
- Take this book though you forget 
One who yet forgets not you, 
With your eyes of laughing blue : 
Blue-grey eyes like harebells set 
Midst wild roses, Nicolete. 
Of your hair what may be told? 
Overspread with dust of gold, 
Bound as are the sheaves of corn 
In the acres newly shorn. 
Have you seen the corn-flowers, sweet, 
Shining in the August wheat ? 
Even so your eyes of vair 
Laugh amidst your yellow hair : 
Laughing eyes, a heart's control. 
Telling of a laughing soul. 
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All my words may not express 
All your darling loveliness : 
I have made you many songs 
Unto each this praise belongs — 
It has striven long and well 
To express the inexpressible: 
Unto each this blame be given, 
It has failed though it has striven. 
Since my verses are in vain 
Wherefore should I strive again? 

Yellow hair in little curls. 
Laughing gray-blue eyes, a girl's 
Oval face so fairly made 
That to look on makes afraid. 
Fair and sweet and fresh is she 
As the daffodil to see ; 
Rich as is the summer rose. 
Or cherry in the orchard-close. 
Like the lids that close away 
Speedwells at the end of day 
Are her eyelids, and her eyes 
Fresh and deep as April skies, 
In the scarlet of her mouth 
Blow the blossoms of the South, 
White her teeth as windflowers are 
When we garland Easter's car. 
Breath as of the mignonette : — 
Thus is shapen Nicolete. 

As the shadows on a lawn. 
As the beauty of the dawn. 
As the bluebells of to-day. 
These will seem to waste away. 
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As the shadows after rain, 
As the morning comes again, 
As the bluebells shower fed 
Waken in their winter bed, 
As the young immortal May, 
She shall never pass away. 

Where are words that will express 
My loving or her loveliness? 
Wonderful in all her ways, 
She is Love and her's is praise. 
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GIFTS 

HER gift is Beauty. What can we devote 
To her who shines upon us like the Sun ? 
We toss blue plums and speckled pears and dun 
And strawberries flecked with many an amber mote 
Into the white lap of her petticoat. 

Brown wheaten cakes in the brick-oven done 

We bring, and from the languorous orchards won 

Dark-crimson apples finished like her throat. 

But how can one that loveliness receives 

Return but these, I said, and standing mute 
I wrapped my heart about with apple-leaves, 

And dropped it in the basket with her fruit ; 
And now I wander like a man who grieves 
For loss, and wither like a tree sans root. 
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MY FAUN 

A LITTLE wood there is to men unknown, 
Far from the traffic of the world withdrawn 
Whither I go, through golden eves alone, 
To meet my faun. 

He is more fair than any fickle girl, 
More timorous than conies on the hills. 
On his bright forehead tawny ringlets curl 
And daffodils. 

But when I meet him in a sloping glade 
Oh, then we run together, he and I, 
His large blue eyes growing no more afraid, 
No longer shy. 

He is my faun, and listens for my voice, 
He sleeps beside the quiet Castilian streams, 
All harmless shades that haunt those woods rejoice 
His gentle dreams. 

He wakens, sighs, and turning to the rivers 
Leaps in the coldness of the ravishing springs. 
Then through the grass-glades where the morning quivers 
He runs and sings. 
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The furry creatures of the unknown woods 
Come from their dens, and nestle to his feet, 
Ah, sweet we found him once amid strange broods. 
And Love found sweet. 
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TO FREA 

OGOD that made the Earth so fair, 
And gave to girls such golden hair, 
Who clothed our sundering walls with ferns, 
And planted king-cups by the burns, 
Who set the hart's-tongue in the rock 
And starred the stream with lady-smock. 
Who gave the hedge the speedwell blue 
And campion red didst add thereto, 
And primrose pale, and pansy pert -. 
Who sowed with thin-stemmed butterwort 
The marshy mead and peat morass 
Where fluffs the woolly cotton-grass. 
With cowslip and with columbine 
The meadows of the patient kine ; 
Where maidens squeeze the soft, white teat 
And drain the udders of the neat. 
And duck to miss the switching tail 
While milk drums on the poplar pail. 
And golden hair from head bent low 
Is blown along the fragrant cow. 
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O thou who summer-daisies set 
About the feet of Nicolete, 
When from the chamber fled that fair 
To seek her love in still Biaucaire ; 
Who made the feet wherewith she trod 
To Aucassin so white, that God 
Thy daisies white and fair and sweet 
Were dark against her virgin feet ; 
Who shielded her from flame and iron, 
From wolf and boar and wild wood lion, 
And in the forest places wet 
Brought Aucassin to Nicolete. 

And I, O God of Dreams, have met 
Among the flowers, a Nicolete, 
A Queen, a Crown, a Rose of mays, 
So wonderful in all her ways 
That all thy former wonders were 
Quite overpast in making her. 

O God that made the Earth so fair. 
And planted Love like lilies there. 
Let not thy children, Lord, we plead, 
Be loveless made by Force and Greed. 
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YOU will not come. So be it. It is well. 
Why should I for one moment forget Hell 
Wherein I live, remembering the past 
When I was happy too ? It would not last. 



64 



MY soul's dear ravisher hath me forsaken, 
Light-hearted she, as Helen fair and proud, 
She dreams not in her citadel unshaken 
Of fears insurgent and faint hopes that crowd 
About my lonely heart, my soul invest, 
And cut off rest. 
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PRAYER 

MERCY, Pity, Peace, 
All Joy, and all Increase, 
Attend about her ways. 
And change her nights and days. 
And give her in such wise 
All things the best most prize. 
Till Life and Hope be blent. 
My song and my content. 
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JEALOUSY 

SHALL Love and Jealousy together dwell, 
Trust and mistrust, envy and young delight ? 
Love seeking all the petals to unite 
Into the Cosmic Rose — shall Love repell ? 
And being Heaven, shall she fashion Hell? 
Not till the rose be one with her own blight, 
Not till high-noon shall entertain the night. 
And space be shaken, and the stars rebel. 

Love is the only God we need or know, 

And jealousy the canker of the Best : 

The one to the other was created foe. 
They may not in the self-same temple rest ; 

Make then the Almighty God of Heaven thy Guest, 

And bid this tyrannous Chimsera go. 
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KISS if you must, and if you must shed tears, 
Have out your wail for Fate's refusal stern. 
But not too much, the unrelenting years 
Will not for these return. 
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MINE eyes are dim, my days are few. 
And what I would I may not do ; 
And what I love I may not see ; 
Deal not with her O Lord, as thou hast dealt with me. 
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LOVE IN THE CITY 

10RD for our dwelling bless 
J Even this wilderness, 
Visit with fruitful peace, 
Happiness, due increase. 
Lover and lover here 
Bound in this place of fear ; 
Once in the countryside 
Freya was justified. 
Did not her gentle hand 
Lead through the coloured land. 
Where all the ways of Spring 
Tempted our wayfaring ? 
Grant that we love no less 
Here in the wilderness. 

Yonder in cobbled square 
Byway and thoroughfare 
Poor city children play 
Seeming content and gay. 
Sometimes they even sing, 
Some round a lamp-post swing, 
Some jig where organs bawl 
Tunes of the music-hall. 
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Almighty Frea, be thou 
Friend to these children now, 
Safeguard with fair and good 
Sensitive maidenhood, 
Render their poor estate 
Kind and compassionate. 

Down to this desert grey 
Come to our rescue, Frea, 
God let thy golden Boar 
Fruitfulness here restore. 
Plough change and market down 
Plough up the furrows brown 
Give to this soil again 
Sunshine and seed and rain. 
Then shall our long distress 
Sweep to forgetfulness. 
And Desolation go 
Down to her overthrow. 

Let there be cities then 
Cleanly and meet for men, 
Fair as in former days 
She of the Waterways. 
Men then shall worship more 
Thee, Frea, than heretofore, 
When town and underwood 
Burgeon in sisterhood -. 
When life is here as there. 
Beautiful, unaware. 
Men's heart shall grow to be 
High by affinity, 
And Frea and Freya reign 
Over the Earth again. 
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EPITAPH ON A VIRGIN 

HERE a pretty maiden lieth 
Dead because Love also dieth, 
Though so young she knew and knows 
All the burden of Eros. 
Her pretty dolls, and airy frocks. 
The silken strings which bound her locks, 
And many girlish things beside 
That she was fond of, when she died 
Were in cloth-of-silver laid, 
(As maiden offerings to the Maid), 
And are within this casket kept 
Of white marble, not unwept. 
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NONE has achieved her. She inviolate 
Looks down upon our turmoil with distress, 
With rueing eyes upon our jealousies, 
Our agonies, from her Asgardian calm : 
Where she in loveliness and radiant youth, 
With all the glories of a Northern God, 
With faith and loving-kindness, waits for me. 
And I who bow to neither Gods nor men 
Bow down to her, and worship with my pride. 

my young love, my love that knows me not, — 
Since knowing not my heart, she knows not me — 
Sought-after, dreamed-of, calm event of prayer. 
To whom the praises of our temples tend. 
Reveal yourself ! vouchsafe Apocalypse ! 

My heart is murmurous with a quick delight 
And sumptuous Summer kindles in my soul, 
For I have seen God's majesty at noon 
Un-slain, the guerdon of the pure in heart. 

1 entertain a tide that knows not ebb 
Obedient to a never-waning moon. 
The unexpected, uninvited joy 
Flooding sad life with colour, as the sea 
Floods purple up gray creeks in Sicily. 
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SONG 

THOUGH Love be cruel 
And Life a jest, 
And Art a jewel 
Still unpossessed, 
Yet Youth's brief blisses 
And Love's long pain. 
Our tears and kisses. 
These remain. 

They steep our lashes. 
They burn our lips. 
From days in ashes 
Their sweetness drips. 
Till flames or flows not 
One kiss, one tear: 
And memory knows not 
Which more dear. 
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BIRMINGHAM 

OLOVE beyond all telling 
Valiant and wise and kind 
From thine unclouded dwelling 
Look down on Humankind. 

Despair, disease, disaster, 
Enring thine own, O Love, 
Come down. Desired, come faster, 
Bring succour from above 

To thine own children dwelling 
Amidst this place of steel, 
O Love beyond all telling 
Mighty to help and heal. 
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OCTOBER RAIN 

WHEN after white refreshing rain 
The stranger sunlight comes again, 
And all the wearied grass is seen 
Washed and renewed in various green, 
My heart forgets unlovely things. 
And with the birds in chorus sings. 
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AH it is the gold, the gold, 
-That blows about the eyes of girls 
That all the world from polar cold 
To torrid lands of wine and pearls 
Is parching and love-thirsty for. 
From Aspramont to Labrador. 
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THOUGH Love has passed by in the night. 
And we heard not the songs of his mouth, 
Only his wings on the air, 
Only the sigh of his bright 
Hair as he leant to the South, 
It shall not make us despair. 
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LUCIE CLIVE 

MY lady on the pavement stands 
With roses in her rosy hands, 
She hath but one poor smock and gown, 
Yet vies with any dame in town ; 
And still she cries through sun and showers, 
" Won't you buy my pretty flowers ? " 

For she hath beauty, ah, and what 
Are all gifts else where that is not? 
Beauty that makes her roses seem 
And all the weary Strand, a Dream : 
While Lucie sings through sun and showers 
" Won't you buy my pretty flowers ? " 

Her eyes, her smiles, I know, and part 
Of that deep rose her inward heart, 
But never yet could find the ways 
Into the garden of her days : 
I only hear through sun and showers 
" Won't you buy my pretty flowers ? " 
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Gladly Lucie, for they bring 
Into our waste places Spring. 
Spring, and Summer, Autumn, all 
Come to London when you call 
Sweetly through the sun and showers — 
" Won't you buy my pretty flowers ? " 

Autumn with his mists, and Spring 

Dances in us when you sing ; 

Summer comes with all his sweets 

Up the dreary London streets 

When you cry through sun and showers- 

" Won't you buy my pretty flowers ? " 

Sometimes working I can hear 

Far away her calling clear. 

And sometimes at my casement stand 

To watch for Lucie in the Strand, 

Crying still through sun and showers 

" Won't you buy my pretty flowers ? " 

June has come our way, and soon 

Lucie comes the flower of June : 

But whether sells she, ah who knows. 

Her roses or herself the rose? 

And still she cries through sun and showers 

" Won't you buy my pretty flowers ? " 
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SONGS of wedding or bewailing 
May remade, and Summer failing, 
Songs of Spring and Songs of Fall, 
Feast and fast and funeral. 
All are well if well they be. 
None of these disliketh me, 
Shine and shadow have their parts 
In the seasons of our hearts. 

Whenas Freya decks her bower, 
When her floor is all in flower, 
When we gather from the bough 
Roses for a maiden's brow. 
Nor remember, being glad. 
Winter days when we were sad ; 
Then when birds and children sing 
In the days of burgeoning, 
Notes of sadness, words of woe 
Beat their heavy wings and go. 
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When in season sad and brown 
All the bowers are broken down, 
When we mark in every way 
Ruined crowns of yesterday ; 
When the sun arising red 
Finds us all uncomforted, 
And with passion mirth and May 
Freya, weeping, goes away. 
Then our sorrowful distress 
Well remembers happiness, 
Then my lonely heart is fain 
Of the patient notes again. 
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WHILST I am far I fear the schemer's art, 
False fires assail your bright beleaguered heart ; 
Repulse their mimicry that would entice 
You from your proud vestalian fortalice, 
True burning spark from painted furnace know 
The one for friend receive, the other shun for foe. 

Love is a simple boy untaught to lie. 

He lays his young heart open to your eye. 

He has no clothes, but naked ever is, 

And cannot mask in cunning properties. 

O, count his simpleness above those wiles 

Stale and premeditate that many a maid beguiles. 
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UNDER A TAPESTRY PICTURE OF FREYA, 
GODDESS OF LOVE 

FOR ever round her burning mouth 
Blossom the kisses of the South ; 
For ever in her throbbing breast 
Springeth the well of Love's Unrest ; 
For ever seek her feet unstilled 
The flying feet of Love-Fulfilled ; 
Weeping through all the world she seeks him still, 
But finds him not by any dale or hill. 
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CARPE DIEM 

WHEN youth's last hour has struck, and vain 
Is all your beauty, and my pain. 
When our last chance of joy is past, 
Will all be well with us at last ? 

Will then our story seem so wise 
As now it doth in foolish eyes. 
Or be without a shiver told 
When Love is dead and we are old ? 
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MATER HONORATA 

1ADY, whose love and suffering gave me birth, 
>And with that gift this sweet-abounding Earth, 
Powdered with blossoms, wet with syllabling streams, 
Full of young life, and over-arched with dreams ; 
May I with airy breath and riven pipe, 
For all exalted office yet unripe. 
And words flung forth into the freezing air 
That if they rise or perish hath no care, 
Make shift to thank you for a gift so fair? 

O wonderful decree of those dim Powers, 

Who from high station rule this life of ours. 

That we, earth-natured, yet should come so near 

That heavenly sex, our bright exemplar here. 

For we are hushed by voices all hearts sway, 

And on a chosen breast our tired heads lay. 

Bright lips caress us when we sadly weep, 

Gold hair falls over us in childish sleep. 

And through our helpless youth we have such care 

As once a God came down to Earth to share. 

And Sky-returning, raised his Mother there. 
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I thank you for these haughty mountains crowned 

With fiery stars, and clad with purple round, 

For troubled Ocean, whose deep passionate breast, 

Girt with Sunbow, never sinks to rest, 

But always beating on the slippery isles 

Wretched armadoes hurries miles on miles 

To wrack like bubbles in the monstrous foam 

That breaks along the ramparts of his home. 

For the dim Moon, that like a battered gong 

Hangs in the sky and with attraction strong 

Compels old Ocean from his oozy bed 

To lift his weedy, water-dripping head, 

And vail to that fair land from his embracements fled. 

(I speak no word of this Imperial Sun 

Because she quickens not the Earth alone 

But every dizzy world that round her torch doth run.) 

I thank you for the deep beloved dales. 

Within whose windless brakes rapt nightingales 

Trill fluid love-songs all a soft night through 

When virgin May floats overhead in blue. 

For the glad streams upon whose reed-grown brink 

I like to sit, and freed from labour, think ; 

Or, sun-besweated, in the waters deep 

That ever travel, eagerly to leap. 

Nor less for that close-hid and shadowed pool 

Where cattle come their thirsty tongues to cool, 

Or quiet waters sleeping under trees 

Unvisited by swimmer, beast, or breeze ; 

The mill-race welling by the dusty barn. 

Or the dark horror of the mountain-tarn. 

For those high visions that the painters old 

Left to their world in purple, white, and gold ; 

And all the singers, richer-voiced than birds, 

Who feed the soul of man with living words. 

The sweet grey steeples from whose copper bells 
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Out of deep valleys ancient music wells, 

So true that when the rudest shepherd hears 

His withered heart is moved almost to tears, 

Who keeps his scattered shearlings on the Down. 

The ancient Forests strown with beech-nuts brown 

Whose antick-pillared, dim-recessed choirs 

Enclose white Chapels overgrown with briars. 

The deep rose-trellised gardens where we played, 

Or strove to please some fair, disdainful maid : 

And the grey orchards whose delights rebound 

And echo from the walls that hem them round. 

For all the honey of this sea-worn land 

That doth amidst the rattling tempests stand 

Unshaken, steadfast, moored in the dark sea. 

And undismayed whatever winds go free. 

For sense of these and such thanksgiving due 

I bid these troubled verses render you. 

Oh, could I sing indeed, as I can see, 

And loose the care-entramelled Song in me. 

Then should the world not pass with deaf-made ears, 

Or greet my words with laughter and dull jeers, 

But turn and hearken to a woodland rime, 

And so forget its sorrows for a time. 

But here I sing not to the drowsy world 

In apathy and lust of money furled. 

But to your kind and favourable ear, 

That though I falter, yet will pause to hear. 

God's Angels guard you, and with Happiness 

High and enduring, all your lifetime bless ; 

With all who love you, and with all you love. 

Deal kindly, shedding freely from above 

Honour and Joy, and through the silver years 

Beat down and overcome all cause of tears, 

Strew your fair way with flowers and tender grass 

And loving-kindness for your feet to pass. 
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AN ANNIVERSARY 

(October nth, 1899.) 

UNFORTUNATE morning open thy dark door 
And usher in the day that is not glad, 
But wrapt in woe and in dark mantle clad, 
Cheerless and damp, that was glad heretofore. 
Be no more jocund, and be bright no more, 

Ill-omened day, whereon the doomed made mad 
Reaped first the sprouting of that harvest bad 
Sown by Injustice and old Greed before. 

Not of these things thy glory, nor to thee 

Belong they, England, and their troubled birth 
Being alien suits not well with thy degree : 

But Marlowe's golden trumpet, Jonson's mirth, 
Milton, whose soul outsang the whole loud sea, 
And Shakespeare smiling on his peopled Earth. 
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TO FREYA 

OLOVE I have a prayer to make, 
Sincere, although it be not gay. 
Goddess of Beauty do not take 
The Beauty of my love away. 

All her disdain and heartlessness 
Has tortured, but not torn my soul. 
But if her Beauty groweth less, 
Where shall I turn to make me whole ? 
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EARTH'S MOTHERHOOD 

DANAEAN Earth receives 
God's golden showers and bears, 
Tender delight of leaves, 
Berries and plums and pears ; 

And nubile flowers of joy 
And ferns whose fronds unfurl 
In bower for girl and boy, 
And bed for boy and girl. 

Earth takes her younglings sweet 
And lays them to her breast. 
From either tender teat 
They drink of Love's unrest. 

They sing and kiss and play, 
They also yearn and weep, 
And at the end of day 
They lay them down to sleep. 

Their Mother leaves them not 
Though all things else forsake. 
To God who these begot 
She doth her children take. 
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A WORCESTERSHIRE HAYSEL 

SWEETLY swinging mowers move 
Down the meadows that I love, 
And before them as they pass 
Earthward falls the standing grass ; 
While the Sun in amber bathes 
All the Summer-scented swathes, 
Glorying in her golden reign. 
Westward urging still her Wain. 
Roses on the hedgerow hang, 
Yellow bees with twitching fang 
Seek to part their maiden lips. 
Gifts of Love upon their hips ; 
Butterflies in rich array 
Show like flowers flown away ; 
Maidenheads are lost and won 
In the Sanction of the Sun. 
Now the thirsty mowers stay. 
Whet their scythes and have their say. 
Turn again to mow the sweet. 
Slowly swinging, reet, reet, reet. 
Maidens now from many a home 
With the amber cider come, 
By the acres, past the sedges. 
Over fields, and through the hedges ; 
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Lawless tresses backward blowing, 
Little virgin bosoms showing, 
Swinging skirts and shoulders bare, 
Bringing sunshine in their hair. 
So with song a good day closes 
In the month of Hay and Roses. 
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LOVE DISDAINED 

NOW am I in like case with Love's own Queen 
That doted on a cold disdainful boy, 
And 'cause his cheeks were cherry made hers green 
With weeping and forsook her wonted joy, 
But sitting dolefully beneath a thorn 
To his neglected sheep did sadly mourn. 

Or else beside a brook in summer's heat 
Would she deject woo him to soft delight. 
Drop starry tears upon his naked feet, 
And gaze up at his rounded pink and white, 
Then lip his boyish limbs until he would. 
Grown angry, pout, and plunge him in the flood. 

Then wherefore, since she languished, should not I ? 
Or tread the thorns by Beauty trodden erst? 
Since she knew pain, shall I not weep and sigh 
That sang before ? I am not best or first 
That felt Love's sting, and Love's high joys to know 
Would molten Hell and all his pains outgo. 
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MORNING-SONG IN SEPTEMBER 

BLACKBERRY, cranberry, bilberry, sloe, 
Whither you go, Winnie, thither I go. 
Come with me over the heath and the down. 
Come away far from the till and the town. 
Here away, there away, over Ston brow. 
Meadow by acre, and cow beside cow. 
Brown cow and black cow, short-horn and long. 
Tale-telling, eyes meeting, laughter and song. 
Whithersoever we wander to-day 
Love will be there lassie, Weeping away. 
Out of the sunshine and into the lanes 
Under the boughs hung with straw from the wains : 
Blackberry, cranberry, bilberry, plum. 
Dawn ! it is dawn darling, come Winnie, come. 
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A GIRL'S HAIR 

WHAT is it ? Swathes of the summer grass ? 
Or flax from the hands of girls ? 
Nay tis the hair of an English lass, 
Thickets of golden curls. 

Verily, this is the loveliest 
Birth that the Earth has borne. 
Over the neck of a girl undressed 
Lying like August corn. 

What is there fairer on fruitful Earth, 
Inland or under the sea ? 
Never a shell of the dimpled firth, 
Never a flower of the lea. 

Never the wing of a western bird. 
Cloud that the sun-beams kiss. 
Only the glory of fairest Gerd 
Was lovely and loved as this. 
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A MAD WORLD, MY MASTERS 

WE are not happy, we have lost 
Beauty and Wisdom, Man goes by 
Unheeding the uncounted cost 
Though all the flower of life should die. 

I fear not sorrow, — ^no, — nor strife. 
These have been and perchance must be : 
Contempt of Beauty, scorn of Life, 
These are the things that frighten me. 

These are no passions of the blood, 
Things to be governed and forgot ; 
And he that leaves, to feed on mud. 
Well-water, inwardly will rot. 

Morris and Shelley, many a ghost 
Foretells the end of such a strife 
To whom the few gives heed, the host 
Makes suicidal war on life. 

Life is poured out like grain to fill 
Their troughs that know not what Life is, 
Beauty is spent to feed the mill 
And unlamented perishes. 
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Death dances in the Marketplace, 
And in the shuddering factory feeds ; 
He is the heir of all our race, 
Yet nations haste to help his needs. 

He bids them crowd, he bids them make 
All Earth a factory where he may 
The better Life and Beauty take 
And spoil them, for they are his prey. 

He bids them blight the flowery leas 
With city blackness inland blown 
He bids them fell the ancient trees 
And plant not one where these were sown. 

He bids them build in haste and greed 
Unlasting mansions for his dead ; 
He curses acre, hurst, and mead, 
And bids the fungus-villa spread. 

He laughs to see " restored," or rent. 
The works of those that lived his foes ; 
The world was none so simply bent 
To his dark will when these arose. 

He laughs at Love, he bends to Greed, 
Demanding of his subjects strange 
That Life be fuel flung to feed 
The roaring lusts of the Exchange. 

We are not happy, we whose eyes 
Are clean to see, our hearts are sad 
For loveliness that loveless dies : — 
When will she come to make us glad ? 
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When will she come ? In what estate 
Descend upon the earthly plains ? 
Nay, who can read the runes of fate ? 
But while she tarries Death remains. 

Darkness and Death and all obscene 
Insatiate lusts that war with Life, 
And men forget what Man has been 
And jostle in the puerile strife. 

The desert city grinds and grows, 
Infamous phantoms mock their toil, 
And friends are changed to cheated foes 
As in the muck they mix and moil ; 

For what? For Life? Life is not dear. 
Life is a gift Love gives to all, 
Demanding what no man needs fear 
His happy share of labour small. 

Life is not unremitting toil. 
Nor anxious scheming to amass ; 
Life is a Freeman of the soil. 
Life is a wholesome Country-lass. 

Life is not wretched. Life is joy. 
And this that dims your hopes is Death. 
From every high-souled girl and boy 
I call for work of hand and breath. 

For work sincere, persistent, — yea 
And strenuous in the Cause of Man, 
Not hoping all things in a day. 
Nor doubting. Aiding as we can. 
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For she shall come most certainly 
And force and fraud and fear withdraw, 
And men shall live their own lives, Free 
To follow out the Inward Law. 

Now is the time, and here the place 
Appointed to our work of worth, 
Who seek the Welfare of the Race, 
And ward the Fairness of the Earth. 

All ye who worship Beauty yet, 
And all good people everywhere, 
I bid you band to overset 
Folly, and make your country fair ; 

A mighty Mother and a Wife, 
Lovely and happy, proud and free : 
And so ye shall lay hold on life, 
And bring the Peace that is to be. 
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AGAINST THE FLIGHT OF LOVELINESS 

TOO fair, too fragrant, Freya oh 
Not as thy mortal flowers below 
That when the Summer goes away 
Shrivel and darken and decay: 
Let not the loveliness of her 
That is my love so waste and wear, 
But rather as thy stars above 
Shine everlastingly : O Love. 
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THE DIVIDED 

SADLY toiling, 
Dumb, without tears, 
They wait the spoiling, 
Of lonely years, 

That waste the beauty 
Of girl and boy. 
That offer duty 
In place of Joy ; 

And ruined meadows 
Where no flowers cling. 
And dust, and shadows. 
For Youth and Spring. 
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HEN time is come, which may be nigh, 
Not only reprobates will die, 
But also you, and also I. 
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And when the blind years poppy strew, 
Oblivion will not find the few. 
But also me, and even you. 
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FROM THE SCHOOL-HOUSE WINDOW 

NOW the rain is pouring down 
On the gardens of the town, 
On the grass and on the bed, 
Chestnut pink, and hawthorn red. 
Water for the thirsty lands ! 
All the trees hold up their hands 
To the rain-drops, and the blooms 
Opening all their thirsty wombs 
Are refreshed and strengthened 
To endure the bearing-bed. 
Happy flowers that sleep and play 
In the garden night and day. 
Never prisoned up in coats 
Buried to the very throats. 
Never shut in school all day 
While the Sun is making May ; 
These are free to live and love 
As the happy birds above. 
Free to paddle, and remain 
Naked to the sun and rain. 
Warmed by that and washed by this. 
Yet, like larks and primroses. 
Children also need their share 
Of rain and sunlight and clean air. 
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Grown-up people, children gain 
Better things from sun and rain, 
Higher, nobler lessons learn, 
From Earth the kind than master stem, 
And things unknown in all the books 
Bathing in the water-brooks. 
Schools with knowledge minds indue, 
Nature gives them wisdom too. 
Little children come away 
From the cities dank and grey ! 
Come with me where April fills 
The twinkling grass with daffodils. 
Where beside the brooks are set 
Ladysmock and violet, 
All the blossoms of delight. 
Maiden blackthorn all in white. 
Throw your dusty clothes away, 
Naked in the meadows play. 
Naked in the brooklings go. 
Rolling where the bluebells blow. 
Rains will rinse you of the town. 
Sunshine make your bodies brown. 
Rosy-brown, and firm and sweet. 
For the crown of creatures meet. 
Meet to be the heir and pride 
Of an English countryside. 
To the ancient holy land 
Where the ordered orchards stand. 
Where the acres are that hold 
Up to Sun their Lammas gold. 
Where the Earth keeps holyday. 
Little children come away ! 
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WHEN all the sweets whereof I sing 
Are vanished or vanishing, 
Whenas my lovely love shall be 
No longer like the Rose I see 
O will my heart continue true ? 
When Beauty flies, what shall I do? 

Yea, one thing more I love and bless 
Than her surpassing loveliness ; 
An image that no tears can blur 
Or Time blot out: — the Love in her. 
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A FIG FOR CUPID 

OLOVE for all thine amber eyes, 
Thy golden wings, and dimpled thighs, 
We know thee what a wag thou art, 
Intent to plague the fondest heart. 

We know thine amorous wiles and thee, 
And half believe that Jhou canst see, 
And goest about with bow and brand 
To shame the loveliest in the land. 

Know then, thou wag, that from this hour 
We do defy thee and thy power ; 
Grown old and cold and sage and wise 
We shall not love though Helen rise. 
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MY love is like a city 
Where all the ways are fair. 
Where every part is pretty. 
And all things tuneful there ; 
Where righteousness and pity 
In shapes of beauty mask : 
The Freedom of the City 
Is all the boon I ask. 
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A ND must her body lie in earth 
±\. And hour by hour and day by day 
Spending its hoarded wealth of worth 
Moisten and moulder and decay ? 
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E have no more to ask for, sweet, 
No gift from out the bitter sky. 
This is the limit of defeat, 
And more than this I cannot die. 
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IRREVOCABLE 

SHE spake, he had to die. I took 
My friend into the little wood 
Where we had often played of old ; 
We fought, but I was armed, I strook 
My knife into his heart, the blood, 
Spattered my guilty arms. I left him cold. 

That' was last year. This year she said, 

"Where is that pretty boy of yours 

Who used to sing me songs, and vow 

He'd love me while life lasted ? " " Dead," 

I told her. " Death's sweet cup that cures 

All hearts, hath his. We must not weep him now." 
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OLOVE, that art so great a Queen, 
Why are thy children mourning seen, 
In rent array and careless guise 
And woebegone of lips, of eyes? 
Why are they miserable, weak, 
Why find they never that they seek? 
Why are they sad of heart and mien, 
O Love, that are so great a Queen ? 
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WILL Love disdain their prayers who call 
In faithfulness on her estate? 
Nay, she is kind, who saith to all 
I yet will make all pathways straight ; 
Fear not ye suppliants who wait. 
Rancour and scorn ye shall put by. 
Envy shall fall and greed and hate. 
Doth not my Commonwealth draw nigh ? 
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THE BRAZEN CUPID 

BESIDE your door a shivering Cupid stands 
With douted torch and supplicating hands : 
Oh let him light at your disdainful eyes 
His link, and from the misty world uprise 
With hovering wing and cleave into the skies. 
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ND if I please, the sea-born Aphrodite 
Shall I not praise ? I who am sea-born also ? 



143 



I 



105 

TO MY EDITOR 

F to reprint my verses be your charge, 
This one thing grant me, that the type be large. 



106 
FROM LA FONTAINE 

THE first, who saw a camel, fled 
From that unusual quadruped ; 
The second ventured near ; the third 
Saddled his back without a word. 
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GRACE, that your breasts are firm and fair is true. 
They are your fortune. Tis your fortune too 
That none of your tame lovers can see through. 

O could they ! from the void where-round they kneel 
They would fly outward like the winnowing meal, 
Or like the segments of a bursting wheel. 
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SONG 

OGIRL and boy 
Time's vandal might 
Will clean destroy 
Your rose and white ; 

But if Love come 
Your hearts between. 
At crack of Doom 
It may be seen. 
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"WHERE WEALTH ACCUMULATES AND 
MEN DECAY" 

O LOVELINESS 
The days depart, 
And less and less 
With us thou art. 

Fugitive stay, 
Beauty persist. 
Go not away 
In an hour as mist ! 

Rest in her face, 
Abide in her hair, 
Continual place 
Make thyself there. 

Alas, alas, 
Thou wilt not stay. 
The seasons pass, 
And thou as they. 

The rose and brown 
I love to-day. 
The noisome town 
Will burn away. 
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This cornstalk-gold, 
And cornflower-blue, 
Where all is sold 
What should they do? 

Our sweetlings there 
Are so much power, 
And foul or fair 
Will serve their hour. 

The wealthy rout 
Increase excess 
By wearing out 
Their loveliness. 

Ah, little love, 
My heart is sore. 
But I will prove 
That I adore 

Sincerely. Ho ! 
We will not wait 
But overthrow 
This vile estate. 
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A GIRL'S GRAVE 

AMIDST the grove of beeches 
- The grave is green to-day, 
But no one now beseeches 
To give or take away. 

With bluebells in the mosses 
Spring makes her world again, 
Forgetful of her losses 
Rejoicing in her gain. 

Although her lips be missing 
Not less shall Love control. 
Nor youth refrain from kissing 
With shivering soul to soul. 

And girls shall love hereafter. 
Shall fear and love their fears, 
Shall laugh with other laughter. 
And weep with other tears. 

Though vandal Death destroy us, 
A girl, when we both sleep, 
May smile with eyes as joyous, 
And dream with eyes as deep, 
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May be as fairly fashioned, 
May love no less, who knows? 
And unto breasts impassioned 
Constrain the burning Rose. 

There may be one, one only, 
Like her whose eyes were joy. 
Nor shall love leave her lonely. 
Perfecting girl and boy. 

Then may their new love fashioned 
Of our old hopes and fears 
Be with our faith impassioned ! 
Made tearless by our tears ! 

Immune from our disaster 
From our enslavement free ! 
Let no compulsion master 
Those days we shall not see! 

Made kind by our forbearing 
By our devotion strong. 
Ours was the long way-faring 
Let theirs be orchard song. 

And Love and Life and blessing. 
And godlike hope of Love, 
Impulsive, proud, progressing 
To Peace that sits above. 

Then though Delight desert us, 
Death changing bed to bier, 
His winter shall not hurt us 
Who have our harvest here. 
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But here in holt and spinney 
Insurgent Spring returns, 
And Lxjve returns, O Winnie, 
Dear heart among the ferns. 

The cowslips come without her. 
Her harebells follow soon. 
The young Earth draws about her 
The raiment of red June. 

Ah little love, I'm lonely 
Afar from you I yearn 
T'ward one embracement only 
As t'ward the Day's return. 

Not sick nor sad nor weary 
But only lonely love. 
The plainsong of the fairy, 
The burden of the dove. 

The overword of captives. 
The echo of the cell... 
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THE MAIDEN ROSE 

THE rose is virgin still 
Though butterflies and bees 
May visit her at will 
And leave her what they please. 

Has she no mind to wed? 
Or is she out of mind ? 
Or hangs she down her head 
That they no entrance find ? 

O rose tis mid- July 

And art thou virgin still? 

The kindly moments fly 

And come the frosts that kill. 

O rose, lift up thine head, 
Open thy lips and be 
In all thy beauty wed 
By butterfly and bee. 

Admit Love's messenger. 
Accept what he would bring. 
And save from sepulture 
The Glory of the Spring. 
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So, when you come to die, 
A scarlet hip shall tell 
That though their Life goes by, 
Yet those that love Life well 

Shall in their children be 
Made as immortal things. 
From Death's devouring free, 
A Rose in all the Springs. 
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REST 

WE have lived enough, not loved, but Love again, 
Turns not to that old haunt his kind lips blest. 
Ah, we have called him, called him oft, in vain. 
We cease from crying, and we seek out rest. 

Rest that the famished years pass by in haste, 
Ignorant that they vainly seek is there. 
The sacred well that healeth all who taste, 
The sole evangel that can loosen care. 

O thou deep-bosomed, fast within whose arms 
Sleep the old centuries, their loves, their strife. 
Enfold us also with thy slumb'rous charms, 
Sink us nine fathom from the noise of life. 

Deep-drown us God, beneath the heavy wave 
Of that sweet sea we wot of who have sailed 
Beyond the porches where the nations rave. 
Into that ocean where no ship is hailed. 

We have been wanton, and we have been wise, 
Gods we have talked with. Goddesses have known ; 
But now we are weary, close thou up our eyes. 
We seek the chamber where each sleeps alone. 
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There is a sleep which bideth in the ground, 
And in the deep a place where voices cease, 
Oh, tell the nations travailing, we have found 
Beneath the sea's tumultuous bosom, Peace. 
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LOVE'S SELF 

THEY say that Love's a naked boy 
With arrows and a bow. 
Wherewith he doth them sore annoy, 
But very Love I know. 

She is not naked, nor a lad, 
Nor armed in warlike wise. 
But in a May-day kirtle clad 
With pomp of madder dyes. 

And she is wonderful and sweet, 
More fair than may be told ; 
Made as a maid with silver feet. 
Crowned as a Queen with gold. 

She wears her flaxen kirtle red 
A snow-white smock above, 
She's half in white for maidenhead 
And half in red for Love. 
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THE CHURCH OF ST. JUST IN ROSELAND, 
CORNWALL 

THIS ancient church quite unrestored 
Wherein the country folk have poured 
Their best out quiet year after year 
In Thankfulness and Freedom here, 
Was beautiful, a wonder when 
It first arose for labouring men, 
And now with years has grown to be 
A vessel of Humanity. 
O break it not, nor do not shed 
One single drop that hearts have bled 
To fill this cup with drink divine, 
For this is Consecrated Wine. 
O do not tear illiterately 
The pages of your History, 
And these same pages some would tear 
Are those the maker left most fair, 
For could their eyes be open strook 
These were the pictures of the book. 
Then I beseech you for the sake 
Of their Faith who this house did make 
Let not their handiwork by paid 
Irreverent hirelings be re-made. 



is; 



115 

BEFORE DAWN 

NAY, speak no more of dawn, he will be here 
Too soon, let us forget him while we may, 
Sleep and forget and love and make sweet cheer ; 
Believe me there is no such ghost as day. 

Red lips were never made for chilling words, 
For dangerous kisses, darling, were they made, 

Nor these small ears to heed the restless birds. 
Rather to listen while bright loves persuade. 

Night is our friend, not loud unlovely day, 
Kind-hearted Night that makes it good to live : 

And she is with us, dawn is far away, 

And when dawn comes what gifts are his to give? 

The rude sun enters, and the sick night yields, 
And his unwished- for face resurps the sky • 

The patient hind must to the chilly fields ; 

The prisoner wait while one more noon goes by ; 

The sold is sold again ; the schoolboy sees 
With sinking heart his alien, homeless cell ; 

The poisoned had forgot her mate disease. 
Dawn taps the pane and she recalls him well. 
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O thou fell god, who to the shuddering mill 
Drivest the maid to spend her grace for bread, 

These are thy works, and yet thou darest still 
Show the sick world thy thrice-detested head. 

But, oh, one crime more black than all these crimes 
I do forbid thee, foeman, with thy light 

Break not upon Love's hour ! . . . What hour now chimes ? 
Oh, travel slowly, slowly, gentle Night. 
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O LOVELINESS look high. 
And only mate with one 
Worthy to stand you by 
Under the searching Sun. 

Be not too soon content, 
Nor wait till Beauty fades. 
With you to Earth were sent 
Matches for all you maids. 

Let Beauty Wisdom wed 
And Loveliness with Love, 
Then shall a Race be bred 
Touching the Gods above; 

Lovely and wise and strong. 
Kindly and brave and free, 
Cherishing Art and Song, 
Worshipping Love and Thee: 

Loving their Mother Earth 
And tending her loveliness, 
Aprilian in their mirth. 
And strong in their distress. 
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Then making all things fair 
Their handiwork shall be 
The proud and nobler heir 
Of that was almost free. 

The Mediaeval wrights 
Shall look from Heaven above 
Thankful that none now blights 
The Beauty of their Love ; 

Grinning in their delight 
After so long suspense 
To see the world set right 
And foulness driven hence. 

Cities in ocean's arms, 
And every inland town, 
And peaceful country farms. 
And Havens towered and brown 

Where haughty dromonds ride, 
And all lands, far and near. 
Blossoming in their pride. 
As once when they were here. 

Then, Loveliness, to Earth 
Shall Love, thy soul, descend. 
And bring the Best to birth 
In Beauty without end. 
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HER ROOM 

THIS is her room. Here she doth use to sit 
Reading or broidering heavy silk with flowers, 
Conversing with the mighty minds of old 
Who still their dearest secrets in the shell 
Of her small ear, their hopes and dreams and tears. 
Each telleth of his love and her soft eyes 
Deepen with pity as she reads, he tells 
How fair, how bright, how high his lady's mind. 
And then she sees herself, and knows how felt 
His lady's secretest heart, and so she knows 
Them both. And ever as the story runs 
And deepens and tears mingle with it she 
Hears our own story murmuring to its close. 
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PRAYER 

FAIR God, first seen in exile when the doom 
Closed round three years me jailed with savage foes; 
Who rolled the stone, who touched to life, by whom 
I sing, Eros, 

Be thou against the insidious things that creep 
To poison innocence and joy a sure 
Defence impregnable ; and, ah. Love keep 
What Love made pure. 
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ART AND THE WORLD 

IN the wide mortar of the World is laid 
Art, and her delicate flesh and ivory bones 
Under the lourd unseeing pestle brayed. 
The World looks on, and treasures up her groans. 

The World smiles suavely, drawing from her pain 

Lascivious pleasure, which he fears is ill, 

And saying lechery is a manifest stain 

On Art, blasphemes her whom he cannot kill. 



164 



I20 

SONG 

TO 

KIND maid, what have I done that thou 
Shouldst be so kind to me ? 
I did but ask thy leave to bow 
Before Love's deity ; 
And thou as pitying my distress 
Hast rendered up thy loveliness. 

Oh blessings on thy gentle mind 
That so could song reward, 
Making sweet Daphne seem unkind 
That had the Sun for lord. 
She fled, but thou hast given me more 
Than I had dared to ask thee for. 
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CYNARA AT CARCASSONNE 

WHO sleeps under this dark stone? 
I will tell you, such an one 
As cold boys when she did pass 
Pressed their foreheads to the glass, 
And at night when in their bed 
Unto her their prayers they said. 
Underneath and all forgotten 
Now she lies extinct and rotten, 
Who was once a fiery flame 
In whatever place she came, 
Making all eyes centre in her. 
Making all hearts sick to win her, 
Now she lies unlovely bone 
In this loveless bed alone. 
None comes here to beg for kisses, 
Ah, the end of glory this is. 
This is what they journey to. 
Those are wooed, and they that woo : 
Fair they may be. Wise as Gods, 
They must reach this couch of sods. 
Even they whose loveliness 
Shining through the world did bless 
All the ways they wandered in : 
They upon whose pearly skin 
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One rude touch of wind or sun 
Was esteemed an insult done, 
They whose bodies white and soft 
Lovers kissed so oft and oft. 
To whose gentle ears came nigh 
No harsh oath or bitter cry, 
Damozels whose smiling cheek 
Made the stoutest warrior weak, 
Whose unthinking smile or frown 
Bought the world, or burned the town ; 
All to this rude bed at last 
Naked and alone have passed, 
Here the Highwayman has ta'en 
That which Kings desired in vain. 

Even she, whose silvery smile 
Down to Death could men beguile, 
In a weedy churchyard plot. 
All her grace remembered not, 
Underneath a rotting stone 
Lies forgotten and alone. 
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TO YOUTH 

E too, we too, have fallen by the wayside, 
And found but bitter leaves for our old drouth. 
Leaves poisonous and bitter on whose grey side 
To press the mouth. 
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Oh youth, oh golden-hearted youth and wounded 

We too have suffered for no sins of ours. 
Entrapped on life's wild highway sunk and swounded 

Where grew no flowers. 

Oh pitiful heart, oh pure-eyed spirit, pardon 
This mighty bulk by blundering forces hurled 

Crookedly thwart, forgive and do not harden 
Against the world. 

The world is blind and foolish but not cruel. 

Kind, but with blundering hand that wounds and slays. 

Your faith it needs ; it will accept that jewel 
Ere many days. 

But also Youth recall your high Dominion, 

Be not forbidden by the bitter-wise ; 
Rather with eyes aflame and eagle-pinion 

Attempt the Skies. 
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Ye are the youth of the world, and what seems righteous 
To you, the same is right, have ye no fear. 

Expect full tides of grief, joy stillatitious, 
Yet make good cheer. 

Kiss while ye may and think not of the morrow. 
Be bold, speak to herself, not only to her glove. 

There will be time for hating, time enough for sorrow, 
No time for Love. 

For if ye linger, and Love dies unspoken 

Blame not the world, ye have chosen the bitter bread, 

Oft shall ye cry for the joy of the heart-broken, 
Whose hearts are dead. 
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BEAUTY 

THOUGH Beauty falls before them and departs 
Back to that Heaven whence it lately came, 
We must not at its going break our hearts, 
It lives above and reigneth still the same. 

It is enough if in this falt'ring time 

We can dissever by that sacred ray 

Base souls from lovely — for their Angel prime 

For ever flowers and doth not pass away. 
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HAT is my love that may be said ? 

She is as wine is, white and red ; 
She is as clouds are soft and bright ; 
She is as swansdown warm and white ; 
From blown gold hair to unseen feet 
Glorious and pure and sweet, 
Coy as kitten, kind as dove. 
She is as Love is : being Love. 
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EPITAPH 

M. A. 
November 2nd, 1907. 

Go sombre strophe, sit before her tomb. 

Tell the mute passer-by 
That in this room 
Our loves, our lives, our hopes, do buried lie. 
There is no consolation. When Man's doom 
Strikes, and our best our gentlest our most fair 
Vanish, and leave us in an unknown land. 
There is no consolation. Where we stand 
The wise philosophies are turned to air. 
And sweet religion to a bitter cry. 
One obscure ray creeps through the enclosing gloom, 
The gentle ordinance which bids us go 
The self-same way she went ; we too shall die. 

Now droop thy Stygian plume. 
Seek not to soar 

Where the great Mount doth glow. 
And joy and peace the Heavenly day illume, 
God's holy City to explore, 

Laden with earthly woe : 
Make thou no vain demand of hidden Fate : 

Fold thy black wings and wait. 
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THE EVENING AND THE MORNING 

WHEN dawn breaks over Barlaston 
And down the valleys floods the Day, 
When sombre tree-tops catch the sun 
And roses put the night away, 
I think of her and pray. 

And when the proud imperial sun 
Descends toward the western hills, 
And flowers forsaken change to dun. 
And Baldur takes his daffodils, 
To her my psalm distills. 

With rooks at twilight, rooks at dawn, 
I sing the service of my Saint ; 
Whose name upholds me far withdrawn 
From that fair goal of my complaint : 
Oh Love, secure her from all taint, 
And help my burdened heart to bear 
Its anguish and not faint. 
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AMOR VINCIT OMNIA 

AH love be kind, we have not long, 
-And cruelty and hate are strong 
And rampant in the world ; but peace 
Our loving Gardener shall increase. 

We have not many years to find 
Out happiness, ah love be kind 
And happiness and peace like flowers 
Shall shine about us and be ours. 

What Love can make of life not long 
Have we to find, and Time is strong 
To urge his murderous years, but Love 
With smiling eyes makes mock thereof. 

He comes with songs, with rosy hands 
He beateth down the armed bands. 
He rooteth up the bitter wood 
And plants a garden where it stood. 

For he is mighty, and shall win ; 
Shall we forget to enter in? 
Or taste the good his bounty grants 
At last unto his suppliants? 
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THE WEDDING 

SWEETHEART when I remember all we knew, 
All we have seen together, suffered too, 
My sixteen years of thinking every day 
What is she thinking ? being far away ; 
Our meetings, and our thoughts that rang a peal. 
Our prayers when we for each, to each did kneel. 
Our reading the same books at the same time, 
Our sudden joy in some melodious rime : 
I think we're married where no union fades, 
Our minds are married, though we be but maids. 
What more can Surrogate or Parson do 
To make us one? for now we are not two. 
Wedding is not from outside but from in. 
And who divideth us commits more sin 
Than who breaks common unions, for we be 
Joined by God himself, and none but He. 
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SHERWOOD CAROL 

NOW hear and hearken, outlaws all, 
that bear the bent yew bow, 
There is a child in Bedlam born 
will heal us of our woe. 

Hearken good tidings, fellows all, 

forsooth as I you tell 
There is a lord in Bedlam born 

shall shut the ways of hell. 

There is a child in Bedlam town 

bom of a maiden free 
Who shall be king in heaven hall 

when he is slain on tree. 

Between two beasts is his cradle 

Upon the shippon floor. 
The brown kine are his housefellows 

and the warders of his door. 

Now busk ye, bown ye, outlaws all, 

to see this ferly thing, 
A simple wench's child to be 

king over every king. 
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It is not strange that of that child 
the maid should great joy have. 

She has borne the God that wrought this world, 
and that all thing shall save. 

Though he be lord of middle-earth, 

and king in heaven hall. 
He is not clothed in gold of luke, 

in purple or in pall. 

He shall not drink the white and red, 

nor sit in carven throne, 
He is an outlaw like we all, 

the only king we own. 
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YULE SONG 

THERE'S a hosting on the husting 
In the hall at Yule, 
When everyman is underling 
To Lord Misrule : 
When every maid is handmaiden 
To Lady Mirth : 
And we gamer Winter's Harvest 
Of the Joy of Earth. 

There is mumming by the screenway 

Of the oak-wrought hall : 

There are ballads in the ingle 

By the bough-hung wall : 

When the hobbyhorse comes snapping 

With a lop-side prance ; 

And the mummers take the floorway 

For the Morris-dance. 
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Merry is the harvest 
Of the board and cup, 
But merrier the hock-tide 
When the board's turned up, 
When the tanner's cloth is slipping 
On the beeswaxed wood. 
And the stringmen in the gallery 
Play Robin Hood. 

Oh the feet upon the floor boards 

When we hop the Hay ! 

And the lassies' fears are waning 

With the waning day. 

When the kindly mirth is waxing, 

And its — to and fro 

Up the hall and down again 

In Trip-and-go. 

Then cosy sound the meanings 

Of the lonely wind : 

While we scatter at the coming 

Of the Hoodman-Blind, 

While we drink to Wyrd the Changeless 

In the Wassail bowl. 

And the youngsters read her dooming 

Out of Ragman's Roll. 

And here's a hearty Waeshael 

To the Hearth and Roof ! 

To the memory of the Forebears ! 

And the Gods aloof ! 

To the Merry Lord of Misrule ! 

And to Lady Mirth ! 

For the gladness of the People 

Warms the Winter Earth. 
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THE CHILDE OF HALE 

NOW lithe and listen, freemen all, 
would hear a goodly tale, 
I shall you tell of a wight yeman 
was called the Childe of Hale. 

Of three yerds well his bodie was, 

as strong as ox in byre. 
And he was called the best wrestler 

that dwelt in lancashire. 

The Childe is gone to merry Hale Wood, 

all in a morrow of May, 
And there he met with burd Wynlayne 

before the coming of day. 

Her hair was like the august wheat, 

snooded fair to see : 
A more merrie man than he was one 

was not in christiante. 

Her eyes were as the harebells are 
when she laughed amang the trees : 

A more merrie man than he was one 
stood not between the seas. 
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Her bodie was so slim and sweet 
made a' for love and mirth : 

A more merrie man than he was one 
was not upon the earth. 

By there came the Earl Sefton, 
says Childe, what make you here? 

Meseems it be to wrack my land 
or slay my good dun deer. 

To wrack thy land, thou tassel earl, 
in sooth I came not here. 

But wert thou God in Trinity 
Meseems I'd hunt thy deer. 

Earl Sefton took his sword in hand, 
but a cunning man was he, 

He said there is a loathly worm 
that wastes my broad country. 

I care not did a loathly worm 
slay thee, and all thy kin, 

But for the wasted tilth meseems 
that firedrake I will win. 

Farewell awhile, sweet burd Wynlayne, 

farewell awhile alone, 
Till I have slain this loathly worm 

horn and claw and bone. 

The Childe has gone to seek the worm 
and a merry man was he. 

Earl Sefton is gone to hazelend 
burd Wynlayne to see. 



THE CHILD ap HALE i8i 

He wooed her but, he wooed her ben, 

he wooed her in the way, 
He wooed her in the bower aloft, 

but ever she told him nay. 

You wilna love ? you willna rank ? 

you wilna field and fee ? 
O, now I see ye are the witch 

that hath forspoken me. 

Wynlayne, ye are a damned witch, 

and have put a spell upon me. 
Now hirelings gather the thistle and thorn 

to burn this vile witch wi'. 

O, they ha' gathered the thistle and thorn 

and biggit high the fire, 
And a' to burn the fairest lass 

that was in lancashire. 

She called her lither hound her till 

that ran beside her knee, 
Says go you seek the Childe of Hale 

throughout all christianty. 

He ran on stock, he ran on stone, 

he ran through shaw and shire. 
Ye tarry too long, Sir Childe, he said, 

while your love is burned with fire. 

Now be you thanked, good hound, he said, 

I pray you come to bliss, 
Meseems it is Earl Sefton 

I'll need to thank for this. 
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He has saddled his good white mare, 
the hound went at his knee, 

And he has taken the long brown sword 
that garred the firedrake dee. 

He rode on stock, he rode on stone, 
he rode through shaw and shire, 

Until he came to merry Hale Wood 
that is in lancashire. 

Until he came to merry Hale town 

unto the cheaping-rood. 
And there he spied burd Wynlayne 

stand on the biggit wood. 

You have begun, Earl Sefton, he said, 
but you may not end your tale, 

Meseems you counted. Earl Sefton, 
without the Childe of Hale. 

He cut the hemp with his long sword 
that was about the may, 

And bound Earl Sefton in her stead 
and nobody said him nay. 

A light, a light, my merry men a', 
a light now bring to me. 

And we will make the best bonfire 
was made in this country. 

Reach hither a brand of burning tree, 
and I will teend the fire. 

And a' to burn the worst wizard 
that is in lancashire. 
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Now woe betide ye Childe of Hale 

and an ill death may ye dee, 
That ye should burn a nobleman 

that never did harm to thee. 

For that ye never did harm to me 

I thank ye loud and sore, 
But meseems the might of my bodie 

I'll rightlier thank therefor. 

The Childe has taken a brand of fire 

and thrust it in his face. 
And he has cut the hempen cord 

said, run by Gode's grace. 

Now loosen your legs, my noble earl, 

go seek ye heaven's bliss ; 
But had ye harmed burd Wynlayne 

ye should ha' been burned by this. 
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MAID ELSPIE 

MAID Elspie's hair was sunset-gold, 
braided wi' silver sheen, 
The king looked more on maid Elspie 
than he looked upon the queen. 

Her bower door was of chestnut tree 

it wasna weak nor thin, 
But the cries that came from her bower bed 

it might not keep them in. 

The queen sent unto maid Elspie 
what's that that greets sae shrill ? 

Tis but my singing throstlecock 
that twitters with his bill. 

The queen sent unto maid Elspie 

why rest ye abed so long? 
O I am sick o' your green apples 

but and your red wine strong. 

The queen sent unto maid Elspie 

sin you your bed will keep 
Send me I pray your throstlecock 

for I fear he will break your sleep. 
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Maid Elspie's face was as the sheet, 

no word but this sent she, 
Now send to me a holy priest 

for I fear I am like to dee. 



The queen sent her a holy priest 

wi' housel and wi' bell. 
But for a' his cowl and his shaven crown 

he knew the queen owr well. 

Now tell your sins, maid Elspie, he said, 

now tell your sins to me. 
That I may give you God's body to meat 

for in sooth ye are like to dee. 



He shut the door behind him close 

and locked it wi' a pin, 
He had seen more folk in that bower 

than ever had walked in. 

Now woe betide the evil priest 

unto the queen he's gane, 
The queen's hands caught her wimple cloth 

and reft the web atwain. 

The king is from the hunting come 
and he's ware of a scaffold tall. 

Now wherefore build ye a gallows so nigh 
against my castle wall? 
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O dinna ye ken, sir king, wherefore? 

then naught thereof ken we. 
But we deem it be for maid Elspie, 

God rest her poor bodie. 

They hanged her on the gallows of tree 
in a new-made hempen cord. 

And the king looked from his window-bay 
and answered never a word. 



THE DELIVERER 



The adversary of Prometheus is the tyrannical idea, the 
Compeller or Forbidder (personified in the ancient world 
as Zeus or Jehovah) ; not the Christian God, Love. 
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THE DELIVERER 

AMONG the icy peaks of CaucEisus, 
Far in the topmost summit of a glen, 
Nailed to a rocky slab, the Titan hangs. 
There nailed because he loved the race of men 
And gave them Fire, and Heaven's tyranny 
Opposed, so fettered by the stern decree of God. 
One adamantine rivet through his breast 
Driven, and on his heart God's eagle feeds. 
Tearing his breast. The frozen mountains rise 
Peak after peak above him. To the South 
Glitters far down the Sea. 

The Titan speaks. 

bright majestic firmament of Heaven, 

And all ye swift-winged breezes, and small springs 
Mothers of mightiest rivers, dimpling water-brooks, 
And countless laughter of waves, and thou O Earth 
Mother of all, and the all-beholding Sun, 
To you I pray. Look on me and behold 
What I, a God, bear at the hands of God. 

1 am torn in simder, all my limbs endure 
Horrible torment, aye, and must wear out 
./Eonian terms of pain. . . 

Such ignominious bondage, such fierce woe 
Hath this new lord commanded me, a God ; 
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And for my love such pains. Alas, alas, 
What date shall see their end ? 

Yet I foresee 
All my mischance exactly. It becomes 
I bear my doom with uncomplaining mouth 
And heart not damped. Fate cannot be reversed. 
Yet tis not possible I hold my peace ; 
And if I speak not, who shall speak for Man ? 
I know that God is tyrannous and bends 
Justice to do his pleasure ; ne'ertheless 
He shall be bent hereafter. To mankind 
I have given Fire, and taught them sacred Art. 
Therefore I suffer ; yet he shall not slay 
Although he smite me ; all he can devise 
Of torment horrible and long-drawn pain 
I shall endure, unconquered, till the end. 
I am more strong to endure than he to inflict, 
So I defeat him. O enormous pain 
I laugh to feel your ravenous beak and claws 
At my impregnable heart. . . 

And yet I dread 
The unending years ; nations will rise, increase. 
Burgeon in beauty, fall, I shall not know. 
I shall be here alone; save pain alone. 
Here I am fixt, a rock, a log, returning 
To matter almost, yet I will not lose 
All, consciousness remains for I can feel 
This my f all'n state : I am not yet a log. 
Let me not lapse to ease, this pain than that 
Content were better. No, nor will I whine, 
Or comforts beg from my grand Foe. 

Hbut 
Hope could return, to visit me among 
These desert peaks ; if she could come and bring 
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Word that again the freedom to create, 
Unshackled, unrestrained, uneyed by tyranny. 
Shall yet be mine again, as once, before 
His triumph. 

Since God has hung me in his clouds 
I'll thunder too. My work is now to keep 
Some Freedom, if it may be kept, for those 
Who guard some spark of that creative fire 
I brought down once : or lest his heavy hand 
Visit my children, men who'd carry on 
My sacred work creation, by which Man 
May give new beauty to the world and add 
To what God made, to succour them, and teach 
Rebellion stern. Thou shalt not make, he thundered, 
Image of living thing in Earth or Heaven. 
Oh impotent decree ! Time shall create 
Works that Eternity shall vail before. 
Exalting God and his best gift to man. 
And yet twas I that gave it. I the thief. 
The caught, the judged, the bound, the crucified. 
I stol't he says. Nay to the utmost grain 
I shall have paid his price. Let him not dare 
Torture it out of others; souls more delicate. 
That can be broken. Lest a Helper rise 
Greater than I, to thrust him from his seat. 
Who without ruth his generous Father slew 
And strowed his aged limbs upon the sea. 

He made my life of matter, I by art 

Gave matter life ; to follow his great work 

Was surely good, might praise him ; my reward 

Is to be turned to matter back from life. 

Power to create — it is his dearest fief, 

Most jealous kept of God's prerogatives, — 
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That spark filched from the altar brought it down 

To Earth and Man. In chosen hearts it flamed. 

Then Architecture, Sculpture, Painting, Song, 

Athens, arose. All that may fall on man 

Of earth-quake, flood, or famine, horrors strange, 

Or common daily sorrow, all shall fail. 

His whips and plagues cannot undo my work. 

What though grief walk beside them, grief expressed 

Is tolerable, and everyday to toil 

Man goeth forth, not everyday shall pain 

Strike on his heart, and hath my fire not changed 

Toil into joy, as idleness to hope? 

Man is not poor. Art blessing work and rest. 

O Beauty lean from Heaven, and in our pools 

Shadow thy face, make of some cloud thy car. 

Walk in our woods, and breathe immortal life 

Into the images my children make : 

Dwell in their marble fanes : and. Sweet, inspire 

Their words till nightingale and lark and dove 

Are shamed before Man's voice : and God himself 

Look down, and loving, alter into Love ; 

Receiving these to Heaven. All, I foresee. 

Shall tend at last to good. Children forgive him, 

He knew not what he did. 

The Titan ceased. 
Silence returned, his old companion known 
Well-loved and tried, sole pitier of his woes. 
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PLAN 

Subject — The Immortality of Beauty. 

a. The Body. 

epode — Rosamunde. 

j8 The Soul. 

efode — Helen. 

Y Body and Soul one, and immortal. 
epode — ^Wynlayne. 
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ODE TO WYNLAYNE 

Strophe o i. 

BEAUTY of body and soul is yours, 
And which more perfect I do not know, 
Who know this well that Beauty endures 
Whatever of all good things may go : 
And not alone above 
But also here if Love 
Will, and if Beauty be Love wills, 
Such store of life hath this 
Thing instant as a kiss, 
And frail as is a rose of dawn-lit cloud ; 
And Time which bows the old strength of the hills 
Sees fragile Beauty flowering still unbowed. 
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ANTISTROPHE o 2. 

Brynhyld, hath her Sun set? 
Helen the world knows yet ; 
Iseult and Rosamunde, are these queens reaped ? 
Or keeps the sad world tale 
Of strengths and wisdoms frail, 
But on sweet Beauty are the cold sods heaped ? 
How is that dead which lives and sways 
Men's hearts through all this length of days ? 
How is that weak which strength controls ? 
To this thing frail 
Kings armed in mail 
Have bowed and vowed their bended souls. 



EpODE a 3. 

Here on this ground, our mother, burgeoned one 

Whose fame shall fade not till all fames be done, 

Till Love flame out and perish, and the sea 

Close over all most deathless things that be. 

Who hath not heard the fame of Rosamound 

Hath never waked on Earth, but underground 

Slept surely, for her ever-bright renown 

That doth as with a nimbus England crown, 

Shines through the world to wound all eyes that dare 

Gaze on her fadeless image over fair. 

And slays men's hearts with vain and hopeless love. 

For she was all one Rose, and all one Dove ; 

Her body was a white and secret rose. 

Opening reluctant in the fostering close 

Of feudal England, and her girlish soul 

Was a most gentle dove, yet did control 

The angry hearts of imdefeated kings. 
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Which never bowed to the dread threatenings 
Of proud and violent foes, but them down hurled 
And strode with bloody steps across the world. 
These, by almighty Beauty did she make 
At her bare feet their warlike engines break. 
And mildly crave for smiles, and there beseech 
For girlish kisses with slow stammering speech ; 
And all abashed before her beauty bow 
That so had bent the warrior world till now. 
Some cast their iron armour on the ground, 
And, running mad, their manly tresses bound 
In silken snoods as though they had been maids, 
Some dealt with distaffs and forsook steel blades ; 
And others, their wild passions to control 
That burnt the flawless metal of the soul, 
Took deadly oaths to win her, and denied, 
Ran on their rigid swords and praising died. 
They died, but she dies not. Death hath no power 
On this world's rose that lit her Woodstock bower. 



Strophe fi i. 

Beautiful maiden who like the spring 
Burst on us flooding our sad grey years 
Making gross pure, and a tired heart sing. 
Giving the callous a gift of tears. 

Whose Angel heart of truth 

Made holy all my youth, 
And steadfast keeps me uncontrolled. 

Whose name my soul avers 

Is worthy matched with hers. 
For thou hast made men strong and she made weak. 
And Love to Time shall set thy name enrolled 
Where she of Englemd stands beside the Greek. 
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Antistrophe )8 2. 

If no word near the grace 
Unhidden of thy face, 
Poured forth as sunlight from the fresh dayspring, 
What word shall reach the goal 
Of thy most secret soul 
Most sacred, and its beauty what word sing ? 
This is to song grown half divine 
The incommimicable shrine, 
How then shall one of earthly breed 
Praise such height well, 
He can but tell 
Whose help hath holpen him at need. 

Epode /8 3. 

Ah, in this love-forsaken blind old world 

What do you, darling, lingering with wings furled, 

In our sad ways how have you heart to stay 

When Heaven awaits you, hungering for that day ? 

But go not, sweet, I fear me lest you rise 

And leave our world unlitten of your eyes 

Doomed never to behold you any more. 

Older and blinder than it was before. 

Why do I say the world is blind and old ? 

Because men's eyes seem blind, their waste hearts cold. 

Not so it drowsed and slumbered in dull peace 

When you were Helen and the world was Greece. 

Not blind I think you found them, maid or boy 

In those old seasons when you walked in Troy. 

When in the doubtful hope to see your face 

The merchant lingered in the marketplace. 

And the rich burgher left his half-told score 

And open coffers for the open door. 
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The lover left his lady with a cry 
To fling the casement wide as you went by. 
Ah, men had eyes those days, how could they sleep 
While Helen walked unhidden down the Chepe? 
But now, alas, the world is worn and old 
And men for Beauty make not wars, but gold. 
Persepolis to-day her doom had scaped ; 
For no fair face shall Troynovant be raped ; 
Mankind forgets the passions of his prime ; 
Greed only, moves him in this after time. 
Ah what wild war had raged from sea to sea 
Had earth with eyes and seeing but seen thee ! 
What iron thunders hushed the tempest's song 
Where Ocean hales the grappling fleets along ! 
Yet though the Earth's high story grow but mean 
Thou art what at the best thou wouldst have been ; 
My song no more shall mourn and bow the head 
For thou art living though the world be dead. 



Strophe y i. 

»■**»»« ** »*» »*»*»*»-»*»» *■**«***** ***, 

****** ******** ** ***** ***** ** **** 
***** ** ***** **** ********* *** *****, 

Body and soul is one. 

One flower with Love for Sun, 
And form is not corrupted with the flesh : 

Beauty is of the soul. 

Love is one equal whole, 
Not many and diverse as false lips have erred. 
Flesh fades to grass, the form for ever fresh 
Lives, and can rise for ever at God's word. 



200 ODE TO WYNLAYNE 

Antistrophe y 2. 

The King-cup reappears 
When April through her tears 
Smiles like a girl forgiven. Shall she not rise ? 
Shall she lie still and cold 
Beneath the Mary-gold, 
That wakes again with dew-delighted eyes ? 
For oh, she is more fair by far 
Than Mary-gold or King-cup are. 
Or Roses daik, or any flowers. 
And no god fell 
Shall hold in hell 
This bright Persephone of ours. 

Epode y 3- 

Albeit your hope is fixt, your faith a tower. 

Will ye yet mock strong Death ? Hath Death no power ? 

Much. And hath Love not valour ? not virtue, yea 

Hath not Love taken up a little clay 

And shaped it with his fingers and given it breath 

To love and fight and sing and live till death ? 

And after death to live in man's warm heart 

Or rumoured about the world, in street, in mart. 

And in his home to dwell with him and live 

Till the end of the world? Which God hath more to give? 

Nay Love hath more, for hath he not given them sons 

And daughters fair as were those glorious ones 

Remembered of the haunted vales of Ide 

That came to Paris naked to be tried? 

Aye, and hath raised up children to these dead 

Of stones that thirsted towards him and were fed 

With rain out of the deep blue heaven of Love, 

And altered, till the insuperable pale Dove 
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Descending lighted on their hearts, and flame 

Made of their dust a wonder and a name. 

Thou shalt not die, Immortal Love hath said 

Thou shalt not die, and none he loved is dead. 

Nay thou shalt live, while all these maids you meet 

And talk with in the chamber or the street. 

Shall fade around you, and be no more seen 

And be forgotten as they had not been. 

And thou shalt live for ever. As some Queen 

Painted with liquid gold and ultramarine 

And sweet pale face upon a chancel wall. 

Where round the forms great Kings have died for fall 

Slowly to dust, entombed in chantries dim, 

Shut up with silence and the motes aswim 

In the warm beams that strike across the gloom 

On gilded pjirclose, and emblazoned tomb. 

So shalt thou live, by gentle lovers ever 

Honoured and sung, and lose thy Beauty never. 



NOTES 



SHELLEY 

Page 16 

This poem appeared in The Outlook, from which it 

is reprinted by the courtesy of the Editor. 

MARLOWE 

Page 18 
Neat — Black cattle. 

Page ig 
Unkind — Against kind, unnatural. 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES 



A little wood there is to men unknown . 

Ah it is the gold, the gold, 

Ah lose not in debating 

Ah love be kind, we have not long 

Alas that all the world 

All are defiled, he said, thou shalt not find . 

All joy be with you sweet, all hope be yours 

All that I love is threatened, Ilion burns , 

Amidst the grove of beeches 

Among the icy peaks of Caucasus . 

And if I please, the sea-born Aphrodite 

And must her body lie in earth 

As conquerors from battle come, 

As I rode over Melford Green 

Aucassin to Nicolete 

Beauty dies not. Beauty flies, . 

Beauty of body and soul is yours . 

Beside your door a shivering Cupid stands 
Blackberry, cranberry, bilberry, sloe. 
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PAGB 

Come not hither to lament . . .... 78 

Danaean Earth receives ... .120 

Dawn my darling down the dales 39 

Defeated night with all her sombre shades . 43 

England hath yet a voice, wherewith to speak 81 

Fair God, first seen in exile when the doom .... 162 

For ever round her burning mouth . . 113 

Freya by the harebells of September 70 

Go sombre strophe, sit before her tomb . .171 

Grace, that your breasts are firm and fair is true, 144 

He came a being of the days to come . . .16 

Here a pretty maiden lieth ... ... 102 

Her gift is Beauty. What can we devote . . 91 

His was a thirst of Life. He seized the cup . .17 

I rail no more at Fate, I have no tears, . 83 

I saw One upon the hills 

I see her on the silvered lawn 

I tell you but the truth 

I that would die for her, must live 

If I had known you once, and our lips met 

If to repeat my verses be your charge, . 143 

Immortal Love, thine eyes .56 

In others' speech there sometimes falls . . . 42 

In the wide mortar of the world is laid . . .163 
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2o6 INDEX OF FIRST LINES 

Kind maid, what have I done that thou 

Kiss me if you must, and if you must shed tears, 

Lady, my Master. Master this is she . 

Lady whose love and suffering gave me birth, 
Let me not cry in my distress 

Lord for our dwelling bless .... 

Love came, and offered pain and tears. 

Love is a simple boy untaught to gloze 

Love, save us from despairing 

Maid Elspie's hair was sun-set gold 

Master I have not written of you yet, 

Mercy, Pity, Peace 

Mine eyes are dim, my days are few, 

My heart is full of grief 

My Lady is so kind and fair . 

My Lady, oh my Lady, and my Muse 

My lady on the pavement stands 

My love is like a city 

My room sometimes transfigured by Love's power 

My soul's dear ravisher hath me forsaken, . 

Nay, speak no more of dawn, he will be here 

None has achieved her. She inviolate 

Now am I in like case with Love's own Queen 

Now hear and hearken, outlaws all . 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES 
Now lithe and listen, freemen all, . 
Now the rain is pouring down 
O girl and boy .... 
O God that made the Earth so fair, 
O love beyond all telling 
O Love for all thine amber eyes, 
O Love I have a prayer to make. . 
O Loveliness . . 

O Loveliness look high 
O Love be with me Love to-day, . 
O Love, that art so great a Queen, . 
Night, O Night, .... 
Only to gaze on her, only to be . 
O sad, sad heart give over thy long woe 
O who sleeps under yonder fence .'' 
O would she love, . 
Sadly toiling .... 
Saturday morning, fine or wet. 
See from the eastern gate 
See, oh my darling, what it is I bring you, 
September comes, and all our orchard roods 
Shall love and Jealousy together dwell. 
She spake, he had to die. I took . 
She was an angel, and she dwelt apart 
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Songs of wedding or bewailing 

So wonderful and deep .... 

Spring that all sweet things 

Sweetheart when I remember all we knew 

Sweetly swinging mowers move 

Teach me Love in what sweet way 

Thankyou sweet, .... 

The first who saw a camel, fled . 

The rose is virgin still * . 

There's a hosting on the busting . 

They grin to see the Satyr lift 

They say that Love's a naked boy . 

This ancient Church quite unrestored 

This is her room. Here she doth use to sit . 

Though Beauty falls before them and departs 

Though Love be cruel . ... 

Though Love has passed by in the night, 

To Her my heart holds loveliest 

Too fair, too fragrant, Freya oh 

Unfortunate morning open thy dark door 

We are pieces on his board 

We are not happy, we have lost . 

We cannot dream in any way 

We have been wandering out of town 
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mDEX OF FIRST LINES 
We have lived enough, not loved, but love again, 
We have no more to ask for, sweet. 
We say she died to-day, but she is dead 
We too, we too, have falleli by the way-side . 
What is it ? Swathes of the summer grass ? 
What is my love that may be said ? 
What shall I say to my love . 
When after white refreshing rain 
When all the sweets whereof I sing 
When dawn breaks over Barlaston 
When Death has time for his affairs 
When time is come which may be nigh 
When youth's last hour has struck, and vain 
Whilst I am far I fear the schemer's art, 
Who hath not found the Autumn sweet 
Who sleeps under this dark stone .... 
Will Love disdain their prayers who call . 
Wynlayne of Barlaston is beautiful 
You will not come. So be it. It is well 
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